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OPINIONS OF MARY. 



I. 

ON GARDENS. 



" l'M goÌDg to bave a garden this j'car," 
announced Mary, importanti;, the other day, as 
she ent«red my sanctum (I ani a baohelor maid 
and a ecribbler). Bhe laid a voluminous packet 
of gaily colofed pamphlet» on my table, while 
she aeated herself and remored ber glores. *' l'm 
goìng to bave a garden, and X just brought tbese 
catalogues over so tbat you migbt help me choose 
wbat seeds l'd better bay." 

" Don't you think you had better buy the 
yonng plauts instead of bothering with seeda," 
I soggested; "it's so much snrer." 

"Snrer! Why? Tou mean dearer, dou't 
you? l've been reading over tbese catal4^rues, 
and I find if X bay seeda I can bave ali sorta of 
tbings for about a quarter the money I would 
bave to speud to buy pianta. Tben think how 
iutereating it will be watching the dear little 
tbings growing, and l'U bave such lovely n^w 
varìatie«. Just read over tbese." 
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" Yes, I know ; but supposiog yotir eeeds don't 
grow?" 

" What's to prevent tbem growìng? l've been 
readìng ali aboat gardening — it's the easiest 
tbing io tbe worid, and with proper care things 
always grow. Wait till I read you what one 
lady says about ber garden. Sbe bad only a tiny 
bit of ground, you know, in a poor sitnation, too, 
and sbe grew sweet peas and mìgnonette that 
were tbe envy of tbe nelgbborhood, and nastur- 
tiums and tnberoua begonias tbat were one mass 
o( bloom, and stocks and lovely creepers and — " 

But ber breatb gave out before sbe reacbed 
tbe end of tbls wonderfully successful woman's 
list, and sbe tnmed on me an eloquenti; con- 
TÌncìQg glance and sat back for a moment to 
recover berself and pick out the right pamphlet 
to confront me witb. 

I was not as mach impresaed as sbe was, even 
after sbe had read me a fascinating description 
of what had been achieved by tbìs flower-loving 
sifiter, and the remarkable results obtalned by 
anotber from tea cents' worth of seeds, some old 
tìn cans, and a tub filled witb eartb. 

" And you know I bave a better chance than 
that. There la a uice little plot in our yard, in 
a sunny situation; l've bad it dug and raked 
over and it's ali ready. I wish I bad thought of 
a garden early enongh to bave made a hot-bed. 
It'a no trouble at ali, but it's too late now." 
And sbe sighed at tbe thought of what might 
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have heen. " Howerer," she went on, cheerìng 

op again, " nearly ali the annuale do well bere 
in Toronto if planted in the open air. You only 
bave to wait a little longer for them to flower. 
Come and t«ll me which ones youM get." 

Bo we looked througb the illustrated lists, 
where the glowìng beauty of magniflcent bloom 
overlaid and hid tbe few unobtrusiTe leaves on 
the compact and shapely pianta sbovn; where 
the new varietles of vell-kuown favorìtea far 
surpassed anything ever seen before in that line ; 
where the novelties " for the first time intro- 
duced at great cost " from far-off countries made 
one long to dwell in such flower-bleseed landa — 
and we fonnd it difficult to decìde. 

Mary sald ehe didn't want an ordinary, com- 
monplace lot of fiowers, when she conld jnat as 
well bave nicer ones. Witb the wisdom bom 
of ^perience and disappointments, I su^ested 
petnnias, aa being sbowy and a pretty sure crop, 
— bat she laughed at me. I spoke of candytuft, 
alyssum, marigolde, — and ahe ìntimated that I 
had common tastes. I ventured on zinnias, — 
and she scorned me. Nasturtiama and mignon- 
ette appeased ber somewbat ; bnt when I recom- 
mended poppies and acarlet rannera she picked 
up ber books and left me. She aaid she was not 
cross, but our ideas seemed so entirely at vari- 
ance that perbaps we had better not discusa the 
matter any longer. 

I bear she bas planted a cboice variety of 
7 
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highly recommended seeds and ìs looking for- 
ward triumphantly to being able to demonatrate 
to me — ^baTìng faithfaUy followed the books on 
gardening — what an amatear gardener can pro- 
duce if he or she sets to work properly. 

She may prove that I don't know a Ùiìng about 
it, bnt till she does I wUl go on believìng that 
I do, and — but haven't we ali observed the ezpe- 
rience o( the novice who suddenly bethiuks him 
that he will make a garden behind his house? 
He invests in a spade, boe and rake, and hlea 
to his yard, maps out the portion he intendi) to 
cultirate, and b^ns removing the sod. Thia 
he generally finds more laborioos than he anti: 
cipated, and, anleas he is unuanally persererìng, 
he quìckly coocludes that he has not time to 
spare from business jnst then, and engages a 
man to do that portion of the work. And the 
man being there, he lets him dig it also. 

It may be that he enrìcbes it a trifle, but the 
necessity for this very probably escapea his mind, 
and he contents himself witb picking ont the 
bits of brick, stones and other extraneous met- 
ter that appear even to him to bave no nourishing 
properties, Then he rakes it neatly and pats it 
down smooth. 

If it is to be a TBgetable garden, from the 
catalogne he cbooses those seeds illustrated by 
the most entìcing pictures. Peas, wbose smiling 
pods never could bave met over the rounded 
loTeliness of the plnmp and delicioas contents 
8 
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displayed; beans, whoBe drooping abundance o( 
pods Ì8 a marvel ; radishes, gaaranteed to mature 
in a remarkably short space ot time. But no 
need to go over the list! He pianta them. 
Then he sits down aod dreams happily o( the 
delicioua dinners he will eojo;, and calcnlatea 
the saving it will make in household expenses. 

Poor man l He docsn't kuow that a late frost 
will probablj nip bis beans; tbat the pìnk 
beauty o( bis radisbeg will prove a coagenial 
home for deBcendants of the harmless-looking 
black-fly; tbat his cucumber pianta will he mys- 
terìoualy cut off at a tender age; that green 
womw will infest bis cabbages and cauliflowers, 
and that the tornato pianta tbat gare such 
promise will be overtaken by- the autumn 
frost before their bnrdens rìpen. Neither doea 
he realize that the cat wìU probably haunt 
his lettuce bed, the gate be left open some 
fine day and a stray dog devastate the 
premises; tbat he w'ill wake some brighi mom- 
ing and flnd his neighbor's hens makìng merry 
among his treasares. 

I( flowers shouid bave been bis choice — and 
the seeds happen to come up — thiags are no 
better. The same woes wait upon them; and 
what straggling plants reacb maturìty are 
strangely unlike bis expectations. 

If he ìnvests in roses, the leaves will disappear 
and the promising buds be things of the past 
before he realizes tbat hellebore is the most 
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aatisfjing diet for their enemies; aud later on 
bis mignonette ìb apt to ahare the same fate. 
The flower-stalk of bis lil; will probably be 
entered in an oaobtrusire manoer near the 
ground by a grub whoae " excelsior " proceed- 
ings end only when ìt reachea the topmost bud, 
and the hoUowed stalk tums yellow and refuses 
loDger to support the cluster that, to ibis time, 
bas fllled the owner wìth delaeÌTe bope. If bis 
china asters seem coming on in a refreshingly 
flourishiug way, likelj some day the baby will 
elude matemal vigllance and gaìly pick the buds 
off ali of them. 

And creepers — who ever knew anytbiog more 
dlsappointing than creepers? We bad eoe last 
year that the book intimated wouid climb up a 
two-storey house in one season and twine aroood 
tbe chimney, so luxuriant was its promised 
growth, — and it was to be covered witb ricb 
bloom during the whole summer. When winter 
overtook it it was reaching out in a listless way 
for the top of the porch, and the few inconspìc- 
uous blossonis that adorned it were apparently 
too asbamed of their meagre proportions to bold 
their beads up. 

Then there ia the dry weather that burns 
tbinga up, and the wet weather that drowns 
them out; the wiuda that break them down, and 
the heavy raìna that flatten them. Truly tbe 
gardener bas mucb to eoutend with, and dis- 
appointmeut is ofteu bis lot. 
10 
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I bave bad many illusions destroyed, aod 
amongst tbe rest the idea tbat it is rery easy to 
bave a Buccessful garden and requirea no eipe- 
rieuce. I bare also come to bold an admiration 
and esteem for tbose deserving plants that may 
be depeuded upon to do theìr beat and be some 
satisfaction eveu under adrerse circumstances. 
(That's why I bave developed an ever-growing 
respect and fondness for petunia», potatoes and 
a few sncb.) 

Wben I plaut flowers now I am wary of uorel- 
ties, and cling to tbe sweet old-fasbioned, bardy 
varieties that with rich eartb and ordinary care 
will repay your efforts. 

And I sbouid uot be surprised if Mary were 
to do the same — next year. 
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II. 

SUMMER. 

" Aeb you warm?" I said to Mary in greeting, 
by way of bein); pleasingly originai. 

It waa one of those singeing days to which the- 
Canadian snmmer treats us — when the hot-tem- 
pered old sun had dispensed with the Bervices of 
the winds and clonds and raindrops, and v/aa 
attending to things himeelf without any med- 
dling assistance — and doubtless taking great 
credit to hiraself (red-faced old monster!) for 
the way he was dolng things np brown. 

"Are you warra, Mary?" again inquired I, 
blandly (upon whose morals the devilsomeness 
of the day had had snch an effect that I deliber- 
ately intended to stir my friend up and goad 
her to ill-considered remarks). " Because if 
you feei ohilly we might go out and sit in the 
sun, or go through a little brisk exercise, or even 
touch up the kitchen fire. Would you care for 
a cup of hot chocolate or a little ginger wine?" 

Then Mary said things that pleased me — 
wicked things about the temperature, violent 
things regardiug the superfluous garments civil- 
ìzation compels us to wear, ìntentìonally ìnsult- 
ing words with reference to those contemptible 
persona who (ancy themselves smart when they 
18 
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are only ailly. Then we both felt much relicved 
and indulged in a friendly glass of ice-water. 

" But yoo know it's terrìble weather we're 
havìng," sighed she, a» she loosened ber collar 
aod fanned berself. " It's ridiculoue the stiff, 
tigbt thingg people bave to wear. I wish we 
were early Greeks — then we'd bave one arm bare 
anyway ! Jack sayg be bas aympathy witb that 
man in somebody's book wbo saìd, wben some- 
one Buggested tbat it was so hot tbey'd lìke to 
take off tbeir clotbes and sit in tbeir skin, tbat 
for big part he wished he could take off bis flesb 
and sit in bis bonee." 

I adniitted that the Boenl^n-ray idea bad a 
cool — it pather impracticable— sound about it 

" Ah for clotbing," remarked I, " if you acted 
iip to your conTÌctìons and dìscarded uncom- 
fortable attire yoa might «ufifer lesa from — " 

" Ob, yes," interrupted Mary, ìmpatiently, 
"and look like what? If yon tbink l've the 
streugtb of mind to go aronnd wearing * easy ' 
boots, and a shapeless-looking business, with 
bardly eren a belt, flopping aronnd me, and 
skÌTtB tbat look as if l'd been drawn tbron^ 
a keyhole, you may rid yourself of the idea — ■ 
for I baren'tl IVe seen the Benaìble girls tbat 
get tbemselves up like that — dowdy-looking lot! 
Aod you know well enougb I look like a scare- 
crow with my bair dabbed down in that flat way 
that iuìts Bome people — I bave to curi it!" (and 
the emphaais on " bave " dared me to a denial 
18 
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of her statement). "You surely wouldn't like 
me to put a bit of tumed-down lace around my 
neck when everyone elee has rnffles up to the 
tops of her ears, or stiff lìnen collare ! l'd 
sooner cboke myself to death than look like that 
long-necked Smith girl!" 

" Welt, well," said I, steraming the torreot ot 
her eloqnence, " wear what you like — only don't 
come grnmbling to me about it." 

Mary r^arded me with a displeased gaze. 

" Tbank yoo, I will," said she, with stony dìg- 
nity; "and what's more" (relapsing into her 
usuai impetuonsnefiB), "FU come to you and 
grumble ali I like, you nasty, cross old thing! — 
trying to talk in that snperior way and pretend- 
ìog you've more sense than I haTe!" 

When we had decided that the day was warm 
enough without any heated argument to liven 
things up, and a truce had been declared betweeu 
US, Mary sat back in an easy chair and was silent 
for some miuutes. 

" Do you know?" remarked she, presently, 
with rather pladntive ìutonatìon, " I think snm- 
mer ìs a very disagreeable time of year. Winter 
is much nieer." 

" That'B becanse you are feeling the beat just 
now," retumed I, unimpressed by this dictum. 
" Most people consider summer a most delìghtful 
season." 

" Well, I don't. Get cut, yon horrid animai !" 

— this to an attentire fiy that, refusila; to be 

14 
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snnbbed, retumed again and jet agaio to pay 
court to ber moist brow, careless of the threaten- 
ing fao she was waviiig. " Now, if it were wio- 
t«r I ahould not, for instaoce, be bothered by 
that persistent fly, nor be so warm." 

" No," cODBented I, grimly, rememberìng with 
what unfair n^lect our furnace treate my 
apartment, " you certainly wouid not be both- 
ered with the beat up bere." 

*'Then look at the list of nnpleasant things 
tbat happen in snmmer," went od Mary, evi- 
dently determìned to maìntain ber contentìon. 
"The season opens with the abomination of 
hoaBe-cleaning. As soon as tbe carpets are down 
you must begin pr^erving — look at my banda 
with cteaning gtrawberrìes ! — and it's always od 
the very hottest days tbat people bring in bas- 
ket» of fmit that ' must be done at once or 
they'Il spoil before moming.' You don't bave 
preserving to do in wìnter (unless it may be 
marmalade), wben it would be really a pleaaure 
to stand over the stove. Oh, do! it's when 
you're ready to die with tbe beat anyway tbat 
you are forced to Are up and cook and stew. 
Tben ironing! Our girl bas gone — and I wish 
yon could see the ironing I had to do yesterday. 
In winter tbere would not bave been more than 
enough to keep me an hour, but this is summer! 
Muslins and linena that wouldn't bave dared 
show their faces ìd winter confronted me io long 
array. Starch and frills and flouncea that are 
US. 
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entirely the growth of the season stru^led with 
me till I waa as hot as the flatirons — kept me 
toiling till the day was done." 

" I suppose the season is indìrectly responsihle 
for that?" 

" Of couree it la." 

" But then, consider the pleasures of the sum- 
mer — the boatiog and tennis and camping and 
picnics." 

" Did you ever go camping?" suddenly in- 
qttired Mary. 

" Y-e-8," answered I, slowly, with remem- 
brance of one weird outing in my mind. 

" And can you look me in the face and teli me 
you trnly enjoyed it?" 

" You see, we were inesperienced, and hardly 
tnew what to take. Other people always enjoy 
it very mach," ended I, somewhat tamely. 

"Do they, indeed? I never did! Beds that 
nearly break your back, mosquitoes and bugs 
and beetles, snakes under the floor of your tent, 
and spider» roosting above yon. You take only 
heavy clothes and it's ripping hot, or you only 
bave light thingg and it tums cold enough to 
(reeze you. Your face geta sanbumt till you 
coald cry with the paln, and you've forgotten 
vaseline and haven't a dab of powder amongst 
you. It's always coming your tum to cook^ 
atìd the little beast of a stove generally smokes — 
and the water haa to be carried a quarter of a 
mile. If you leave the flap of your tent open 
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at night, mothB and moBqnìto-hawkB as big as 
bats come bnzzing abont jon like bees in a hiTe — 
and the tent always blows down when a good 
raìn-storm comes." 

I latighed at Mary's feeling recital ot the 
camper's woea. 

" Sometimes such tbings do happen," I ad- 
mitted, "but think of the fun jon bave!" 

"What fon? You go berry-picking and get 
lost, and fall off Ioga, and get Bcratched and 
tear your clothes, and step in a wasps' nest and 
are nearly stnng to death, and come back wìth- 
o«t any berriea — or you get up a fishing party 
who bare no Buccess. If yon go ont salling with 
anyone a squali comes np and you can bardly 
get in. And if yon happen to sit out in the 
moonlight half an hour with any man yon really 
like, the chaperone is after you. There ìs no 
fon in camping. A good sleìgh-ride wìth tin 
homs and a dance at the other end of it is 
preferable." 

Evideutly Mary's camping party had not been 
complete. That makes ali the difterence in 
these tbings. 

"And thunder! You are not usually waked 
up from peaceful slumbers in winter bj a blood- 
curdling crash rollìng around the nniverse. 
(*How can a crash roll?' I don't care! you 
know what I mean ! ) Yon don't sit up in shri^- 
Ing terror to see your room a blazing horror of 
inrading electricity — and wait in trembling 

3 17 



by Google 



OPINIONS OF MARY 



dread for the oext flash. It'e ìb summeivtime 
you are treatcd to that" 

l'm rather uneasy during a thunderstorm mj- 
self, Bo had nothing to urge in ita favor, except 
a faint suggestion about it " clearing the atmos- 
phere." 

" I wish ìt might he cleared with a litle lesa 
disturbance, though l'm not like a clei^iyman 
I heard about the other day. He left the place 
where he was boardlng because ìt waa too noiay 
— the childrea distnrbed hìm at his devotìomi. 
Now, I assure you, some of the very best prayers 
l'ye eTer said went ap during a thunderclap. It 
takes a lot to disturb me at my devotions some- 
timea " — and Mary gare me a comical amile — 
" in fact, I flnd the louder the thunder the more 
fervently I can pray." 

It ia possible that others may resemble Mary 
in this partìcular. 

" Consider ali the evìls flesh ia beir to in the 
heated terra that we never think of when the 
weather ìs cold. Who ever heard of sunstroke, 
or hay fever, or prickly beat, or teethiug babies 
in winter-time?" 

I demurred slìghtly at this. " Babies, you 
know," rranonstrated I — " I fancy their teeth 
come — like themselves — withoat r^ard to the 
time of year." 

" Perhape," granted Mary. " But if they do 
you bear nothing about ìt. The poor young^rs 
don't advertise the fact by crying ali day and 
18 
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ali night, and keeping the doctors and nndeiv 
taters bnsy — ^like tìiey do in hot weather. Lia- 
teu to that !" and Bhe nodded at me triumphantly 
as the nezt-door infant began to wail in plain- 
tìre disapprovai ot the miseileg of life. 

Mary rose and began to pìn on her hat pre- 
paratory to going. 

" Look at the freckles on my nose," aaid she, 
saddealy tuming to me. " That's the beaming, 
beautiful summer sud for yoa l It will take me 
till Christmas to get my complexion into ehape ! 
■ — Well, good-bye. Onr iceman didn't come to- 
day, and I suppose the milk will be sour and the 
butter liquid — and I forgot to put the screen in 
the kitchen window, and the whole house will 
be swarming with flies, no doubt. Oh, I hate 
summer !" 

On a cooler day Mary may take a happier view 
of life. 
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III. 

ON ELUDING RESPONSIBIUTY. 

Ip you want to bave what you do for people 
really appreciated, don't do too mueh. l've been 
thinking this thing oat aad gathertng data, and 
talking to Mary on the subject, and bave reluc- 
tantly accepted the obtrusÌTe conclusion tbat tbe 
people who are most self-sacriflcing and unself- 
isb receive far less praise and gratitnde tban 
those who rarely indalge in the pleasnre of 
doing anytbing for tbeir neigbbors. 

Prona those who are always considerate we 
are api to take kindness and attention as a right, 
while, received from people from whom it k not 
expected, we are quite overcome. 

In nearly every (amìly you find some member 
of whom nothing ìs ^pect«d. It may be a care- 
less and ìnattentÌTe son, npon whom bis mother 
thankfnlly waits. He muat not be expected to 
take bis BÌBters anywhere, because a yonng man 
hates to be trammelled. No one dreams of bis 
stayÌDg at home to help entertain beavy gnests, 
or taking bis mother home from cburch, or doing 
anything in a social way that does not commend 
iteelf to bim as beìng pleasant and agreeable. 
His lìnen mnst be immacnlate, his poasesaions 
20 
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unborroved by the rest of the family, and domes- 
tìc arrangementa made to flt in as nearlj as 
may be with hia ideas on the Bubject Ko one 
expecte him to lìght the faroace, or bring up 
coal, or clean away the snow. I don't Bay he 
refuses to do it — but no one seems to think it 
poBsible be might be called upon. Tben some 
day, if he takes bis mother out for a drive or 
afibs hÌB sìsters to go to the theatre (when bis 
beat girl has diaappointed him, and he bas 
tickets), they nearly weep with delight and gratl- 
tude, and say to one another, " Bnch a good 
fellow after ali! Bo kind and thoughtful!" 

Às a rule the family are ali rery fond and 
prond of tbis repreaentative, and grateful to be 
allowed to contribute to bis happinesa. 

Or it may be a pretty daugbter wbo ia abaolved 
by mutuai consent from ali exertion on behalf 
of othera. She may not bave been Tery atrong 
in ber cbildhood; she may be incompetent, or 
ahe may be the beauty. She ìa not fond of cook- 
ing, and doe» not care for plain sewìng. Fresh 
air is good for her. Bo ber mother or aiatera 
make her clothes and help her dreaa her hair, 
and let her sleep late In the mornings and accept 
every ìnvitation that cornea ber way; and think 
not to anggeat that she ahould wash the diabea 
or atay at home and get the dlnner on Snnday 
moming. 

No one expects her to asaume any responai- 
bìlity or let the rest of the family play her 
81 
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piece» of music or borrow ber bracelets. She 
does not alwaye aeed to be cranky about it— 
tbey Bomehow don't Beem to presame upon ter 
good nature. There appears to be an understand- 
iog that Bbe is not to sit up at nigbt if ancone 
ìs sick, or to bave to read to ber grandmotber, 
or do witbout a new bat — no one expects ìt of 
ber. If sbe makes an eatable cake or trims a 
bonnet for ber mother, the wbole familj are lost 
in admiration of ber clevemess (tbough any one 
of ber sisters does mucb more witbout notice). 
It Ì8 " See tbis lovely cake, fatber; Maude made 
it! Isn't sbe getting a fine cook?" "Thank 
yoa, my dear, for trimming my bonnet so beau- 
tifully; tbey couldn't bave done it better at 
Mnrray's !" If sbe glves ber little sister a ribbon 
she doesn't need, the cbild Ì8 as pleased as Punch 
— and sbould she ofFer to read to ber grand- 
motber, the old lady is as grateful as if sbe bad 
no right to expect gucb an attentiou every day 
of ber life. 

So it seems to me tbat if you accustom sur- 
rounding people to the idea tbat you must be 
consìdered by tbem, and that tbey need not 
depend npon you in retnm, you get more praise 
and glory wben yon do exert yourself for their 
benefit than if you were always at it. 

If you are known to be amiable and unselfish, 
people take it as a matter of course tbat you 
sbould put yourself aside. Tbey take it for 
granted tbat you do hard work and nnpleesant 
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ON ELUDING RESPONSIBILITY 

things because — ^in some mysterions way — thej 
come easy to yoa or you like it; and if you 
sbould desire a little pleasure yourself or gire 
np relieving them of their duties, they possibly 
let yoa know what they think of Buch an unrea- 
sonable and ntterly selfish creature. H yoa 
want appreciation, be advìsed, and don't make 
your good offices too much of a certainty. 

I was in a house the other day where a fond 
mother who was dreesing ber child dìsplayed to 
me an ugly and badly-made little pinafore. 
*' Thìs," sbe told me, as sbe put it on, " was made 
by Aunty May; wasn't it good of her? 8he ao 
seldom does anything of that kind that I feel 
qaite complimented — it's awfully good of ber!" 
Nearly every other garment on the child — and 
dozens more like them — had been fashioned by 
another relative who was sitting by, but nothing 
was saìd of them. Aunt Jesaie was " fond of 
sewing " and " always did things " for one, so 
why make any remark about ìt? 

There are so many wajs of eloding work or 
responsibility, and nearly always somebody wìU 
tum up to assume the burden if you don't You 
can do the " standing from under " act quite 
gracefully, and in such a way that very few will 
recognize it. It ìs not in the least necessary to 
make a fuss or be anpleasant over it — there are 
many admirable plans in daily use. 

One good way — in the family circle anyhow — 
Ì8 to be " perfectly wìUing " but rather stupid — 
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find a dìfflculty in understaoding the mechaniam 
and working of quite ordinar^ thìngs — ^how pipes 
are put up and clocks wound, and doora fast- 
ened, and the lawn-mower òiled, and the fumace 
regulated. If yon are very stupid about leam- 
ing (yon can stop the clock a couple of times, 
pnt the fire out by openìng wrong dampers, and 
let them find the back door uniocked a (ew 
mornìngs), and cause enough dìfficulty and 
annoyance, they wili gire up trying to teach you 
. and do ìt themselves. 

Then, be forgetful. With the best intentiona 
in the world, suffer from lapse of memory. If 
you are young, and your mother bids yon mind 
the baby, " And be aure not to let him get into 
mischief or dirty himself," become interested in 
Bomething else and allow him to play in ali the 
pnddlea and wander out into the roadway and 
get knocked down (you can see that he doea not 
abaolutely get killed). Let him pulì up ali the 
flowers in the garden and gire hls new hat to 
the puppy to tear to piecea. Yon can be awfuUy 
sorry — ^but you "foi^ot!" 

The aame with measages. Play on the road, 
or loae the money, or brìng home the wrong 
thing. You may get a few whippings, but if 
you perserere they will atop bothering you, and 
some of your more dependable brothera or aiaters 
will be preased into aerriee. 

A poor memory ia a fine thing for a married 
man, toc. If he persistently neglects to order 
24 
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things, buys ridìculous articles she doesn't want 
— ^pretendìng he thoaght that was what she told 
him — ìnyariably loses ali the samples Bhe giveB 
him, and mialays ererj parcel oitnisted to bis 
charge, his wife will cease to depend upon him 
and attend to things herself. I know it's hard 
to consciously go home to a hurriedly procured 
beefsteak because you must swear yoa (orgot the 
lamb and green peas sbe told yoa to order — but, 
like the whippings, it's worth it, securìng, as it 
does later, your emancipation from domestic 
care. As a mie, if you do everything badly 
enough, and always make a point of forgetting 
what yon were told, or getting the directions 
hopelessly mixed, you may with impunity 
politely offer your services withont the dread 
of barìng your asslstance accepted. Thia makes 
it very comfortable for you, show» a pleasing 
spirlt of willingness on your part, and yet pre- 
vents your being imposed upon. The impression 
is given that If you only knew bow to help yon 
wouid labor vastly, but somehow you confess 
you are not mucb good at tbat sort of thing. 
It'8 a splendid idea to find most things very 
difficult to leam. If you give enough trouble 
and destroy a good deal of material — always 
perfectly wìlUng, but a little awkward — people 
will give up trying to teacb you and do it tbem- 
selTes as the least evil. 

Discreetly doled out praise — especially if yon 
are not commonly very lavisb of that commodity 
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— ìs an excellent means to ioduce otbers to 
relieve jou of dìsagreeable taska — partìcularly 
if the persoQ jou wish to work npon be rather 
yonng and impressìonable There are always 
some rìdiculonsly willing creature» in the world 
ready and glad to wear their fingerà to the bone 
for a word of commendation or apprecìatìon. 
Fraise them. They might as well be working 
(or you OM for anyone else. Thank them sweetly. 
Teli them yen really don't know what you 
shonld have done without their help. Be 
amazed at their dexterity and apparent ease of 
accomplishment As likely as not they wìll 
generously volunteer to do the whole thlng for 
yon, and feei qulte repaid by your thanks and 
approbation. And these incomprehensible peo- 
ple rarely flod out that they are being imposed 
npon — one who understands how to manage it 
can get an immense amount of exertion ont of 
them. 

Oh, there are manj ways of shirking your 
fair share! — if you care to go in for doiug that 
sort of thing. 
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IV. 
THE BABY. 

Theee is a certain baby of my acquaintance 
who haa not jet acqaìred tbe art of making him- 
self ìotelligìble to ordmaiy people. By some 
aonsiial dispensation — it matterà not bov — I am 
enabled to bold converse witb bim, aod I find 
some of bis ideaa of mucb interest and origin* 
alit7. He explains many tbings tbat bave often 
pnzzled me in the condnct of bis infantile con- 
frères. 

For instance, be was telllng me tbe otber day 
some of tbe reasons wby babies cry. The fact 
tbat they do at times indulge in tbia dirersion is 
widely recc^ized, and at times sligbtly resented 
— ^by undomesticated young men, nninterested 
persons wbose sleep is wantonly distnrbed, 
deToted parents wbose every faculty bas been 
ezercised to pacify tbe weeper, and otbers. An 
impression bas eren gained gronnd tbat otber 
people's babies sometimes cry simply fop eier- 
cise, or becanse they are spoiled. (People's ovn 
offspring, it is well known, never, never even 
wbimper, uniess tbey are sick, poor little tbings, 
or hnrt. ) 

The baby went into particulars witb me re- 
garding thìs matter. " Toa mast remember," 
27 
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said he, " what crTÌng ia to us. It is almost the 
only way we have in whieh to express our feel- 
ingB. Orown-up people have a langnage cootain- 
ing thonsauds of words, and are capable of girìng 
expression to every gradatioo of thoaght and 
feeling; of conveying theìr meaning io fltting 
and ezact terms. Not so with uh. We have 
only two worda at our command, * goo ' and 
' waw '; and * goo,' with its varioas declensions, 
is very limited in its application, being merely 
indicative of a perfect contentment ; so consider 
what a large ground ' waw ' has of necessity to 
cover. Fancy the inconvenience of being re- 
strieted to two words ! How woald you lìke it?" 

I confessed that such a remarkably terse 
vocabulary might present difficultìes in eipresa- 
ing one'a self with fine distinction. " But," 
asked I, somewhat puzzled, " if ' goo ' only sig- 
nifies bappiness and contentment, what, then, ia 
the meaning of ' waw "!" 

" * Waw,' " replied he, solemnly, " or * on-aw,' 
or 'waugh,' as some writers have it (the speli- 
ing is immaterial) , means everythlng else. 
So you see at once the reason we use it 
so often. It is not by any meana the ex- 
pression of pain or sorrow only. There are 
so many things one wishes to mention besides 
the fact that one is hongry, or being inadvert- 
ently used for a pincushion. If grown-ups were 
not so stupid they would save themselves a lot 
of trouble, and uà an immensity of annoyance. 
28 
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They never Beem to know what yoa want done. 
Now, the other day when I woke up my moatb 
was hot, and I thought l'd like a sip of nìce cool 
water, so after lyìng there a few minates I gently 
asked for it Somebody whispered, * The baby's 
waking! Try and get hìm off again.' And 
nurse carne and b^^n to ji^e the cradle and 
buzz at me, ' Shew-ew-ew,' in such a fooliah way 
ìt really wonld have made me laugh ìf I hadn't 
been bo provoked with her. I went on saying 
'waw' louder, and she took me ap and began 
carrying me abont. I generally like being car- 
ried, but this time it was not what I wanted, so 
I kept on begging for a drink. 

" ' He can't be hangry, for ìt's not half an honr 
since he was fed — perhaps there's a pin pricking 
him,' they said. So they andressed me — my, I 
bate to be bothered with my clothes being pnt 
off or on ! — and poked me ali over, and thonght 
I might bave colie, and tumed me over on my 
Btomach, lìke a tnrtle, and thumped me on the 
back, and tried to make me take some naaty- 
smelling staff out of a teaspoon — and ìt was 
qnìte twenty minutes before tbey had sense to 
give me a monthful of water. Ton see, if I had 
been able to say clearly, * Stop ali thìa nonsense, 
yon great goose, I want a drop of water,' it wonld 
have simpU&ed matters, for, to do them jnstice, 
tbey do try to pleaee me. Bat it's very prOTOk- 
ìng when, even by reiterating your reqaeat in ali 
Borts of intonations, yon can't make people 
29 
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nnderetand — and no wonder we get a bit croBS 
now Bod then, and possibly ahont a trìfle louder 
than ìb abBolntelj needfnl ìn order to be beard. 
Yoa'd yell youraelf if it was tbe only way you 
had to attract attention." 

I admitted that perhaps I wonld. 

" I bave known babies of a mischìevoas dis- 
position and warped moral ìntellect to cry just 
for the pleasure to be derived from wituessing 
the excitement cansed by their conduct. One 
friend of mine used to stiffen himself out and 
sbriek unti! the doctor was summoned from two 
miles oflf; and invariably smiled up into the 
medicai man's face serenely, and greet«d bìm 
wìtb 'Goo, goo,' when he arrived in hot baste. 
They got into a way of administering castoria 
and stickìng hìm ìnto a hot batb preeently, 
instead of sending for the doctor, so he had to 
gire that up ; but he tells me he had lots of fun 
out of it I very rarely do a thing like that. 
I don't thìnk ìt's right. But ìt is not well to 
be too good; they are apt to impose upon you. 
Sometimes, i( you feel a little duU, and dou't 
qoite know what you want, it's advisable to make 
a slight conunotion. They may think of some- 
thing pleasant to do for you that wiU be a 
change, and more ìnteresting than just lying 
there, if you cali out ' Waw, waw, waw,* and 
hold your breatb as long as yoa can, when they'd 
take no notice of you at ali if you lay in your 
cradle and said * Goo.' '* 
30 
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What wisdom that cbìld will bave when he 
grows ap ! 

" Then I often cry becanse I really am ancom- 
(ortable or I don't like wbat thej are doìng to 
me. For instance, tbey give me a batb every 
moming. I rather like it while l'm in the 
water; hut when they take me out tbej dry me 
Bo slowly, and the wind blows on me, and l'm 
cold. Of course I say * Waw, waw, burry ap, 
can't you !' and then they complain, * Dear me, 
he's crying again !' Tben it is such a nniaauce 
haTing your arms stnck ìnto clotbes, and being 
tnmed over and back again. Bvery baby hates 
it — that's wby we cry wben they are dressing 
ns. If grown-nps were half smart they woold 
invent some kind of clotbes that hadn't any arm- 
holes or Bleeres, and didn't reqnire a person to 
be tnmed over twenty times to get tbem (astened. 
And cau yon teli me wby they roU us ap bo 
tight? When I am dressed, after my batb, the 
first thing they put on me is a strip of flannel, 
wonnd round me as tight as the wrapper on a 
cbeese — and on an empty stomach, too, mind 
you. Then I take a bearty meal when l'm 
dressed, and how do you tbink I feel? Comfort- 
able, eh? Flenty of breathìng room ! And they 
wonder, wben I ask tbem to loosen ìt, ' Wbat in 
the world ìb the matter with the cbild now? 
He's had bis bath and been fed, and he might 
go to Bleep contentedly.' I wisb they felt like 
I do. If you ever bave an opportanity," said 
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he, earnestly, " I b^ of yon to remonetrate with 
them regarding ttiis matter." 

" By the way," ìnqnired I, " web it you I heard 
crying last night about two o'clock? What was 
the troable then?" 

" Oh, well," replied he, with a slightly Bhame- 
faced look, "you see I woke ap and was fed. 
I dìdn't happen to go to sleep again at once, 
and it struck me l'd like to hare the gas lit — 
it's nasty in the dark — so I said * Waw, waw,' a 
few times — that meant, * Please light the gas.' 
I cooldn't help it, coald I, that my mother got 
ap and began to rock me and carry me around, 
and my father went downstairs to get me a drink, 
and they thonght I was sick and telephoned for 
the doctor? Why dìdn't they light the gas for 
me? that was what I wanted." 

" Bot you cried a good while after the gas was 
Ut," I reminded him. " What waa that for?" 

He pansed meditatively a moment before tell- 
ing me with a comical little smile, " I hardly 
remember. Perhaps I was apologizing to them 
for giyìng ho much trouble. I am often bo 
dreadfully misanderstood." 

And with a resigned little sigh and an air of 
dismiasing the subject, he put one tiny dimpied 
finger into bis pink perfection of a mouth and 
peacefully settled down for a nap. 
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y. 

THE BARBER. 

" I^B been thinking you ought to write on 
barber shops," said Mary. 

" Barber sbops !" ecboed I, somewhat aghast, 
" I really don't think I know mach about barber 
shops." 

" Oh, well," retumed she, with fine scorn, " if 
you're goìng to restrict yoarself to writing only 
on the things yen know anything about, why — " 
and the air of hopeleas dì^;ust with which she 
finisbed ber sentence clearly intimated tbat she 
certainly despaired of me aa aver prodaclog 
mach. ( I mast be very carefal that Mary and 
the editor never meet. She ìb so outapoken, and 
be might fancy she knew wbat she was talkìng 
aboat — ^which she doesn't, she doesn't, she 
doesn't!) 

" Perbaps I know a good deal more than yoa 
give me credit for," I observed with proper spirìt. 
"Bat of ali things, how anyone should expect 
me to be fully informed regarding hair-cuts and 
shaving — it's nnreasonabte, that's what it is!" 

" Not a bit of it I" quickly denìed the scomful 

one. "Anyone oaght to know ali about barber 

ahops. There's uothing hìdden. l'm sure 

they're as open as the day — that's what I bare 
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against them ! Men are such BtraJige creatnres. 
To think o( any cnltivated man having so little 
proper feeling or delicacy as to let himself be 
ali tied ap in white rags, like a baby going to 
feed or sometfaìng of that kind, and Btuck on 
a cbair in a plate-glass window in full view of 
ali tbe Street, whìle another man smears bis 
foolish face ali over wìth soapsuds, or anips 
away at bis bair! Wby do you suppose tbey 
sabmit to it?" 

I argned weakly tbat it seemed to be tbe cus- 
tom in this country, and nobody tbought any- 
thing of it apparently. 

" Well, tben, I do. I think it's borrid. Cus- 
tom indeed!" commented Mary witb irritation. 
" Costom ! You wouldn't get a woman to sit in 
a bairdresser's front window to bave ber bangs 
eurled; sbe'd bave too mach self-respect — 
beaides, she knows sbe'd look too ngly ; even tbe 
wax ones insist npon having their toilet com- 
pleted before tbey are pnt on exhibition. But 
a man takes off bis collar and perhaps bis coat 
and bÌB Test, and without a demur complacentty 
spreads himself out to be operated npon in tbe 
eyes of ali bebolders. Ridicnlous object ! Talk 
abont our modem civilization, I cali such doinga 
a relìc of barbarism." 

Truly a man does net appear at bis best wben 

ha is being sbaved. He may sbave bìmself and 

retain some remnant of manly dignity, but wben 

be bopeleasly lies back and allows someone to 
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hold him b; the nose and turn and twist hia 
face as recommends itself to this somebody's 
judgment and convenience, he does not present 
an appearance to which it is wortb whìle attract- 
ing the attention of the general pablic. If 
they'd only rig him up a little more artistically, 
even. I bave an eye for the artistic, and ìt 
EKfims to me that wìnding-sheet effects might be 
improved on — the drapery conformed to more 
graceful lines. A flg for utility when your beat 
girl ia liable to pass at any moment and see you 
posed! The eftect is what sbonld be most con- 
aidered when snch promioence is yoars. Have 
them catch the drapery np gracefnlly on one 
shoulder, and let ìt bang in artistic folds and 
loopings elsewhere — never mind if a few hairs 
go down your back, let the consciousnesH that 
you are looklng as pretty as a picture aastain 
you. 

They teli me there are some less prominent 
chaira io every establishment where rather more 
tìmid and retìring creature» who shrink from 
the full giare of publicity may be relieved of 
tbeir undesirable hirsuteness. But I notice 
there is always a chaìr in the front, and nearly 
always a passive and abject-looking man in the 
chaìr, and very rarely indeed the pretence of a 
eurtain on the wìndow. As Mary says, it ia 
difficult to understand how a man can reconcile 
himself to being openly displayed at such a dia- 
advantage. It is, no doubt, right and proper 
86 
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that he should be shaved — especially if hU chin 
Ì8 well-shaped — and eqnally desirable (anlesB he 
belongs to a football team, play» the piano, or 
writes poetry) that bis baìr should be cut oow 
aod agaÌD. But why bave the ìnterestìug per- 
formance given on the doorstep, as ìt were, 
for the amnsement of the amali bojs and lady 
friends? One understands that light is needed 
to prevent the awkwardness of occasionally Iob- 
ìng more of bis anatomy than he gave the opera- 
tor instructions to remore. There's jaat as good 
ligbt on the second storey, and more oo the third, 
and less lìkelihood of the tonsorial artist bavìng 
bis attention distracted, snippìng bìts out of bis 
patrons' ears, and perlUing tbeir jugular veins 
with bis razor, by reason of Interesting oecur- 
rences on the atreet. 

Somebody who knows ali about it tells me 
tbat a barber who was ao mistaken as to bidè 
bis ligbt under a bushel by retiring to a room 
where a man mìght be shaved privately and 
decently, without taking ali the passers-by luto 
bis confldence, would obtain nest to no custom. 
Men wonldn't be bothered seeking him ont. The 
barber eridently is a business man who must 
bare bis wares diaplayed in hìa wìndow to be 
auceesaful. There are creatures of imitatìon. 
It is possible that if John Smith in passing 
along the Street were not iaspired by tbe ez- 
ample of Tom Jones, who is being made beau- 
tiful, he might let bis bair grow down to bis 
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heels aad never think of haTÌng bis beard 
trìmined. 

There i8 no di^race in having thìB part ot 
one's toilet attended to under the auspices of the 
public, it Ì8 merely a matter of tasta. For my 
part, I have rather an admiration for the frank 
dìsregard for appearances evìnced by mascnline 
hnmanitj. It sbows bo mach freedom from 
petty affectation and over-sensìtiveness. Su- 
perior creature! What cares he though he 
awakena amusement and derìsìon in snob minds 
as Mary's? Calmly and unconcemediy he sita 
there — in the Hght of day or brilliance of elec- 
tricity by night — and yìelds bimself up to the 
mìnistrations of an individuai in a white jacket, 
who caperà around him with alarming instm- 
ments, and clips and snìps at him, and lathera 
and scrapes him, and bay-rums and ebampoos 
him — or runs over bis head with an electric 
rolling-pin business, or applica the sootbing hot 
towel to bis tbrobbing brow. One does not bave 
to go poking around to gatber information 
regarding " shaving parlerà " in Oanadiau citiea. 
As Mary says, it is forced upon you. , 



by Google 



VI. 
THE HOUSEHOLDER. 

" I HGAB you're trying to sell yonr hoase. 
How's that?" inquired the stout man of ao 
acquaintance he found waiting for an Avenue 
Boad car the other day. " I thought yon said 
wheo you boaght that yoa had at last found a 
home that snited you in every particular, and 
that yoa nerer intended to move agaìn while yon 
Uved." 

" So I did, Jones, and it's hard Inck to have 
to tum out once more. When I bought a hoase 
I thought my tronbles were over; bat blees yoa! 
they'd only b^an," responded the man wìth a 
parcel, gloomily. " l've spent more money on 
repairs and unprovemente than yoa could coant 
— never done. It'a so far out my wife can't keep 
a maid. We thought it would be so nice and 
quiet; and bere we bave a family of aeven roaiv 
ìng childreu come to the house beside uà, and 
they*ve run the trolley booming past our doop. 
The man across the Street haa built oat a shop 
wìndow on the front of bis house and aells gro- 
ceries, and they're goìng to keep a Uvery stable 
aroand the corner. We thought the property 
would increase in vaine, but — " and an expres- 
sive gesture flnished the sentence. 

I coaldn't bear ali the annoyances and disap- 
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pointments he ponred into bis friend's ear dnr- 
ing the next five minutes because of a couple o( 
pasBÌng wagous and the remarkB which the lady 
wlth two children found necessari to make to 
them; but as he jumped od board, bis parting 
couneel was, " No, take my advice, and don't 
you buy." 

To bave a honse of his own, a home secure 
from the intruding visits of the landlord, is the 
ambition of many a man who pays rent for bis 
present babìtation, grumbles at it^ sbortcomings 
and speaks feeliogly of the nnreasonable reluc- 
tance to repair or improve the property dìs- 
played by ita nif^rdly owner. The supposition 
always ìa that the landlord ìs a grasping person 
of ampie means, only preveuted from complyiog 
wìth the moderate requesta of a long-suftering 
tenant by deapicable feelings of Bordid meanneas 
and an utter disregard of said tenant'a comfort. 

It is poBSible that there may be much to say 
on the subject from the laodlord's poiut of view ; 
that experience of the strange ways and doings 
of promising tenants for wbom things bave beea 
newly swept and garnished, and at wbose bligbt- 
ing touch Windows bave broken, door handles 
fallen away, paint eraaed itself, plaster lost ita 
grip, and the very paper withered from the walla, 
may bave blunted his sympathy. However that 
may be, we didn't set out to discuss the matter 
from his standpoint, but from that of the man 
who wauts a house to live in and ìs conrinced 
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that the only satisfactory arrangement is to be 
bis own landlord'. 

" Look yon," SEys he, " bere am I payìng ont 
good money every month — cornea to far more at 
the end of the year than the interest on the money 
ìnvested in snch a house wonld be — and the 
house doesn't snit me. The owner won't do a 
single tbing for me, and l'm sare l'm not golng 
to lay ont money on anotber man's property! 
If it were my own, now, l'd run up a partition 
bere, and take down a door there, and redecorate 
the lower storey. But what'a the sense of doing 
anything to a rented house? If the sitnatlon 
didn't suìt me l'd leave it to-morrow. It really 
wonldn't take much to fiz it up in good shape. 
If he'd sell it cheap it might pay me to buy." 
So he sits down and goes loto dose and elaborate 
ealculatìons of what the cost of the repairs and 
alterations necessary wonld amount to, and per- 
baps Comes to the conclusion to make an olFer 
for the property — which he presently acquirefl 
and qaickly b^ns to set in order. 

Bnt did be calculate that Ave hundred dollars 
wonld be amply sufficient to cover the expense 
of remodelling? Strange bow thìngs monnt np! 
By the time he has put in a uew furnace and 
cemented the celiar floor, puUed down a few par- 
titìons and put a new window over the staìr- 
case, had tbe plumbing overhaaled and a proper 
bathroom fitted up, and entertained tbe painters 
and paperbangers for a couple of weeks, bis 
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Ave hundred is bat a memory — the rerandah haa 
yet to be built and the roof needs repairing. An 
old house has almost unlimited possibìlìties for 
eugnlfltig cash. 

Or perhaps the man Ìb wise, and, knowìng 
the insatiabilìtj of an ancient habitation when 
ìt once b^ns to absorb " improvements," avoida 
the hnngry monster and flxes bis cboice upon 
a perfectly new dwelling, fresh from the con- 
tractor's hands. It is replete with every modem 
convenience, there has not been time for any por- 
tion of it to fall into decay, nothing can possibly 
bave been defaced by former occupants — every- 
thing Ì8 complete and up-to-date. Nothìng will 
require to be laid out on ìt for years to come, 
and with a pleasant premonition of the comfort 
and satisfaction he is at last to enjoy, he con- 
tentedly mores in. 

Poor man! He will leam much of the wily 
ways of builder» witbìn the nezt few months. 
The coatractor is often a man to whom the 
Frayer-book specially applies — he has left nn- 
done many things tbat he should bave attended 
to, and doae what might well bave remained 
iintouched. Surprises walt upon the unezpect- 
ant housebolder. Deficienciea wbicb bia unsus- 
piciouB eyes had passed over when buying loom 
up in their full proportions. He will probably 
find that BbutterB are lacking oq amaztngly 
sunny Windows, that the first rainstorm will as 
Ukely aa not flood his celiar becaose the foondar 
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tions bare oot been properij banked np jet, tbat 
the kitchen chimnej smokes and will require a 
tin thing with a cap on it to be erected Ùiereou 
before it deigns to accomplish itB destined pur- 
pose. The furnace lìkelj will be too small to 
heat the house, the grate m&j possibly be miBS- 
ing from the drawing-room fireplace, and the 
necessìtj for coal-bins and such like almost cer- 
tainly OTerlooked. Presently, when thinga be^n 
to get nice and dry, the boards in the woodwork 
will drìft awaj from one anotber, and the fair 
plastered walls, corrapted by the evil esample, 
will develop long and gaping fissures athwart 
tìieir smooth surfaces. The doors and Windows 
will coyly sbrink from tbeir encìrcling frames, 
and stona doors and doublé Windows will be 
part of bis first winter's expense. He will be 
fortunate if the waste pipe and sewer are pro- 
perij joined and he doesn't bave to get bis drains 
inquired iute before six montbs are over. Oh, 
the troubles of the man who buys a ready-made 
house are many! 

Then there ìs the stili wiser man who builda. 
None of yonr quickly run up shells for him ! He 
knows what he wants and is determined to bare 
ìt He pores over plans and specifications with 
an architect, whose suggestions he modifies to 
snìt bis own ìdeas, and bavìng bought a desir- 
able lot in a part of the city that is sure to 
increase in vaine, erects bis house and is — satia- 
fled? Well, Dot always. 
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To begin with, ìt costa about twice as mnch 
as he anticipated, the appearance ia apt to be 
very different Iroxa bis expectations, and bis 
wife complaìns that the internai arrangements 
are not convenient. The more he tbìnks of it 
tbe more clearlj he sees the mìstakes he has 
made, now that it ìs too late to rectlfy them. 
Then someone builds on the vacant lot beside 
him, making bis nìce light dìning-room dark as 
a hole. A public school is put op uear by, and 
ali the children of the Deighborhood nin yelling 
past bis door four times a day. Tbe tìde of 
fashion roUs away from bim, and perhaps a 
butcber shop is opened across the way. There 
he is, burdened with a property be can't sell for 
half it cost him — so he holds it and lives on 
amidst nncongenial surroundings. 

After ali, there are worse things tban occapy- 
ing a rented house — always provided you bare 
money enougb to pay the rent comfortably. 
Why assume responsibilities and worries? Let 
the otber man do that ! 

Landlords, as a class, are more accommodating 
tban tbey used to be. Select a house as near 
your ideal in proportìons and positien as may 
be, and make the best of it. Perfect satisfaction 
ìs not for tbis world, and there are compensa- 
tions in beìng a tenant. Wben your wife tella 
you that sfae thinks the paper on the parlors ia 
getting soiled and the ceilings are disgraceful, 
you are not forced to einde ber renuirks or, 
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moved bj motÌTes o( ecenomy, deny the evidence 
of your sensea. You can blandly assent, " Tea, 
my dear, it does look shabby. We must get the 
Ifuidlord to do the rooms up nìcely for us." If 
the roof leaks or the plumbing ìs out of order, 
yen can insist upon havìng it attended to "at 
ODce»" and the plnmber's ampie bill depletes not 
your bant account I( the children scratcb the 
paint or hammer tacks into the window ledges, 
it doean't worry you. And what care yon for 
tazes? Should the landlord CTÌnce a reluctaoce 
to comply with your requests, a threat to leave, 
delivered at a wlsely chosen time of year when 
he might flad difiBculty in securing another ten- 
ant, will nearly alwayg bring him to time. Aod 
should he retaiiate by meanly raising the rent 
when he has the opportunity, you can always 
leave when it suits you. A rented house has its 
good points. 
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AS OTHERS SEE US. 

" Deak 'me, how badly some people let theìr 
chìMren behave," remarked the youog mother. 
" I waa spending the day with Mrs. Stanford, 
and reallj I don't know what I should do ìf my 
Freddie were such a young terror aa that young- 
ster of bers. He keeps ber od the go the whole 
time." 

"Does he?" aaid the listener, with a lìvely 
recolleetion of " my Freddie's " indefatigable 
movements. " How old ia he?" 

" Nearly three years." 

" Had you your little boy with you when you 
went te eee her?" 

"Yes; I must teli yon about il You know 
she has often asked me to go there for the day 
and take Freddie. So yesterday I dressed him 
up in that new frock I made for him (you know 
the one I mean, with ali the tucking on it, and 
that lovely fine embroidery that Tom's mother 
sent from New York), and we set cut. 

" He just looked sweet with bis little muslin 
bat on those golden curis of bis, and I was glad 
he looked so nice, for they ali bave an idea that 
child of bers is a perfect beauty. I never cared 
for Buch big eyes — do you? And I don't like to 
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say It, but really tbat straight, dark hair of bis 
and his little brown face make hìm look llke a 
yOTing Indìan. 

"I could see she waa surprised to flnd bow 
much Freddie had grown and how pretty he waa, 
but she oolj asked me if he was ' as frettai as he 
iised to be.' The idea ! He did cry a good deal 
when he was getting hìs first teeth — any baby 
will; but you couldn't find a better child any- 
where now, if I say it myself. However, I only 
Baid, ' Oh, no, he was hardly any trouhle,' and 
asked ber if she noticed how like bis grand- 
mother ber boy was growing. You know ali the 
father's people are plain, and the grandmother ia 
a perfectly bideous old woman; so I think I 
got even with her. Bhe said, kind of coolly, that 
sbe badn't noticed the resemblance; most people 
considered the child the image of herself. I said, 
' Oh, did they?' 

" Tbeu we tried to get the children to make 
frieoda. But do you tbink Willìe would? Not 
he. He bung round his mother's skirta and 
cried if you looked at bim. Of course, the house 
being strange to Freddie, he was uaturally sby 
and didn't want to stay. He botbered me to take 
bim home, and cried a good deal, and wouldn't 
bave anything to do witb ber child. But I didn't 
take any notioe of bim, just let bim cry ìt oat, 
and be soon got over it and b^an to play about 
as good as gold. 

" That Willie of hers ia one of the most selfisb, 
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erose children you ever aaw. He doesn't mind 
a word sbe says to him, and she lets bim have 
anything he cries for. He woaldn't let Freddie 
play with bis little cart; and of course the poor 
cbild has been used to baving bis own way at 
home, being the only one, yoa koow, aod I don't 
blame bim for knocking the other yonngater 
down — a child doesn't underetand — and of 
conrse he wanted aDytbing he saw tbat took bis 
fancy. What cbild wouldn't? 

"I waa sorry, thougb, abont tbe china vase 
Freddie broke. It waa on a little table, with 
flowers in it. I told him half a dozen times not 
to touch it, and just when my back was tumed 
be pnlled it over on bimself. Poor little fellow, 
be was so frighteoed, and soaked to the skin with 
tbe water. I hadn't the beart to touch him. 
Her carpet is light, but perbaps it won't be 
gtaìned mucb. People sbouid put tbings like 
that out of a child's reacb, don't you think? 

" I didn't like to offend ber by learing too 
early, but I was really glad to say good-bye wben 
the time carne. Freddy was getting sleepy, poor 
cbild, and wouldn't walk to the cars, so I had 
to carry bim. And when we came to our Street 
l'd an awfnl time getting him home. He lay 
down on the sidewalk and wouldn't either walk 
or let me carry him — tbe poor darling was just 
wom ont, and so was I." 

l'm thinking it migbt be interesting to bear 

the other mother's version of the day, and her 
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remarkB anent " darling Freddie'a " training and 
beliavior. 

My caller's account of the day rather reminded 
me of the nnsatisfactory visit of wliich I heard 
a story given Mary the other evening by our 
acquaintance, Mra. Tawker. 

" If everybody wae aa ^otistical as some 
people," remarked that lady, sententiously, as 
sbe sat down witb a dissatisfled air, " it would 
be a funny world." 

"No donbt it would," agreed Mary; *'but 
wbat are yon thinking of just now?" 

" Well, l've been to eee Mrs. Samy — ran in to 
teli ber wbat a time I had getting my teetb done, 
and let ber know wbat a handsorae new carpet 
John ìs letting me get for my bedroom. But I 
migbt as well bave stayed at bome. Sbe talked 
so much about ber own affaìrs I could hardly 
get a word in edgewiae." 

" Waan't sbe surpriaed at yonr havlng the 
courage to get tbose tbree teeth out?" 

" Oh, sbe said it was brave of me," admitted 
Mr8. Tawker, grudgingly, "and immediately 
began to teli me a long tale of bow sbe suffered 
wben sbe bad bers extracted, and how many 
times sbe took gas, and wbat the dentìst said, 
and what everybody elee said, until I was tired 
listening to ber. I don't believe ber teeth were 
any worse than anyone else's, if sbe did stay in 
bed for a week afterwards. Besides, what did 
I want to bear about it? Why, I bardly had a 
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chance to teli ber how I fainted afterwards and 
they had to brìng me home in a cab. She would 
keep talking on o( how dreadfully ahe saffered 
with hers — as if I cared. She certaìnly Is a 
modt nnsympathetic woman,*' and Mrg, Tawker 
fanned herself in aggriered silence for a few 
mìnntes. 

" Then she dJdn't eeem at ali snrprised that I 
was getting a new carpet so aoon again, bardly 
even asked me what color it was. She mlght 
bave had the polìteness to talk about it for five 
mìnntes or so, don't you tbink? Sbe's bavlDg 
ber dinìng-room decorated, and of course I had 
to go oot and admire it. Ours, in my estima- 
tìon, is ever so mach handsomer, bnt she thinks 
hers Ì8 going to he lovely. It's astonisbing how 
satisfied she is with ber own things! 8he told 
me abont ber bnsband and ber children and ber 
servants; of how ber cook broke a vegetable 
dìsh and the dressmaker spoìled ber black silk. 
Isn't it disgusting when a person is so wrapped 
np in herself and ber own doings? Hardly a 
word did she say about my affairs, after just adt- 
ing if we were ali well. I tbink it's exceedìngly 
bad taste to force one to listen to things they 
don't want to be bothered with, don't you? 
There's one thing, thon^ — it just weut in at 
one ear and cut at the other so far as I was 
concemed. Wbat diflerence does it make to 
me if ber cook breaks the wbole dinner set? 
And I can't help it if ber bnsband's liver does 
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tronble bim. l'm a good deal more interested 
in wbether l'il ever get back those sbirts of 
Jobn's that were lost by tbe laundryiiiaD last 
week. 

" I stayed over an honr, but tt was the same 
ali tbe time — talk, talk, talk ! I declare I could 
hardly get an opportunlty to teli ber how Jane 
went off and left me in tbe Inrcb, or abont Jobn 
bnrting bis foot, or how dìsappointed I was In 
that silk blonse I bad made. And I conld aee 
sbe was pajing very little attention when I went 
into fall particnlars about bow impertinent mj 
■bntcber was when I sent back that roast tor 
being short in weigbt. Sbe's one of those self- 
centred kind of people that don't want to listen 
to or sympatbize witb otbers. Ob, no! She's 
only interest«d in what concems herself and her 
own people; and sbe'd far rather talk than 
listen. I cali it downright egotism and selflsh- 
ness. It really amazes me that she doesn't see it 
in bersélf and try to get over it. But people are 
so blind to tbeir own shortcomings!" 

And Mary heartily agreed that nnfortnnately 
tbeyare! 
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THE SMALL BOY. 

The Binali boy had been told to mow the lawn, 
I gathered, and rather resented the impositìon. 
He carne and sat down beside me in tlie hammock 
when it waa half done, took off bis bat to fan 
himself, and moodily regarded the lawn-mower. 

" What an invention that is !" said I, cbeer- 
fully, by way of atarting a pleasant eonversatìon 
that mìght take bis mind off bis woes. 

Tbe effect was not quite wbat I anticipated. 

" Invention ! It's one of those inventions we 
could do very well witboutl" retumed he, in 
an outraged voice. " Fathers are always talk- 
ìng of bow mucb les3 boys bave to do nowadays 
than when they were young. But when my 
father waa young he didn't bave to cut tbe grasa 
forty times a year with tbis carpet-sweeper 
tbing. Not him ! When it got very long a man 
carne and cut it witb a scytbe. And maybe pa 
had to rake tbe bay off two or three times a 
summer. I believe it was a better way, too." 

" But don't you think the sod looks nicer than 
it could bave done in those daya?" 

" Oh, perhaps ìt does. But that don't do me 

any good. The graas just keeps me busy. When 

I ain't cutting it they're making me water ìt, so 
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as it will grow quick again." And he regarded 
the green and vigorons-looking growth with a 
dissatisfied gaza. 

" This watering ìs another thìng boys never 
had to do when father was young. He didm't 
have a great long sea-serpent of a hose to take 
out every evening jast when he wanted to go 
and play wìth the boys. 'And give it a thor- 
on^ watering, now, Charlie, there's a good boy. 
It'U take an honr to do it properly.' I ain't 
a good boy, and l'm going to bust that old hose 
some day, and mn the mower over stones and 
chips, and bang it agaiust the fence till the 
knivee are so dinted they won't cut any more." 

HÌ8 revengefol intentions were delivered in 
Buch a determined way that I tremble for the 
fate of these nseful implementa. 

" They used to trust in Provìdence for rain," 
ie went on, " and rain ought to be good enough 
for US now. I suppose l'il have to go and finish 
that miserable graas. Mother's at the window, 
and it'U be, ' Charlie, haven't you got that done 
yet?' if I don't keep on. Boys are just driyen 
nowadays !" 

And he ran the machine up and down the 
remaining stretch of sward with a vigor that 
would have been most commendable had it been 
bom of a love for work. 

" Father talks away of how he used to have 
to bring in the wood and attend to the cow," 
he resumed after a few tums. " What's a little 
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wood? Did he ever carry coal? And I believe 
l'd like to attend to a cow. Drìving her home 
from pasture in summer wouid be fun, anjway. 
Did father ever have to take ashra out of a 
blooming furnace, or sift cindere?" 

I had to admit that possibly a furnace did not 
form part of his parent's yooth, as he lìved on a 
farm. 

" Well, he needn't blow away about carrjing 
in wood the way he does, either," he continned 
in an injured tone; "you'd think to bear him 
talk that he and his brothers sawed and chopped 
whole foresta — I really don't believe it! And 
their father must have been an old Tillain, the 
way he made them get up in the morning before 
daylight and wash in icy water, and do a day's 
work before acbool-tìme. 

" They had porridge every morning for break- 
fast, and they used to eat it thankfully — thank- 
fully, mind you ! Yah !" cried this unbelieving 
boy, " l'm tired of hearing about what my 
father's family were fed on, and how they ate 
gratefuUy and never grumbled, and when their 
father scolded them, never, never spoke back, 
nor dreamed of disobeying him. Oh, l'm awful 
tired of it! and what's more, I don't believe 
they did eat what they didn't like any more 
than we do. I know there's Iota of things my 
father won't eat now, and he complains loud 
enough when mother haa meat-pie and rice-pud- 
ding and things — and then he tells us, when we 
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don't like stewed apples, bow giad he nsed to 
be to bave a little molasses given bim occasioa- 
ally for a great treat." 

I hardly knew wbat d^irable comment to 
make to theee complaints, so was silent. 

" Tben be used to be awful fond of work, and 
doing bis leasoQs was a downrìgfat treat to bim. 
I don't see how be ever grew up, be was so good. 
At the Rame time," witb a confidential air, and 
coming closer to me, " it's funny bow I heard 
bim and Uncle Will talking and laugbing one 
nigbt after I bad gone to bed aboat bow tbe; 
used to rob orcbards and play truant for days 
and daya, and plague tbe master wìtb tbeir 
tricks." 

" Aod bow did you bappen to bear this, wben 
yen were upstairs in bed?" asked I. 

" Oh, well, I was coming downstairs to ask 
mother what stockings l'd pnt on in the mom- 
ing, and wben I heard them rememberìng things 
and telling sucb interesting stories I tbought I 
— I wouldn't troable ber, and went back to bed — 
after a wbile." 

" Perbajw you were mistaken in wbat they 
were speaking about," I felt constrained to 
sn^lpest. 

"Maybe I was!" returned he, with derìsion, 
and I said no more. 

"AH I know is," he concluded, decisìvely, 
" that these days you can't play hockey like that 
If you're away half a day tbere's a note from 
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the teacher chasing yoa up. And if we threw 
snowballs or faked apples, or set off firecrackers 
lìke tiiej used to do, there'd be a bobby after na 
inside two miontes. Talk about boys havìng a 
better time nowadays!" And with a disgasted 
air he went to put awa; the deapiaed lawD- 
mower and get ont tbat snake-in-the-graes, the 
hoBe. 
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" Thebe ! tbere ! Mother will kìas it and 
make it ali better." 

The magica! touch was lìghtly given. Yonth's 
agonized roar, that a moment ago had been flU- 
ing the house — with reference to a pinched fin- 
ger — was hashed^ and at a few tender words 
qnickly subsided loto an occasionai sob, as Baby 
told his mother ali about how it happened and 
listened to ber commiseratìng words. 

" What a thiog sympathy is !" remarked Mary, 
after we had left them. " Now, that youngster's 
little face was stili puckered with pain, and he 
would bave been bowling to beat the band yet 
if bis mother had not been tbere to comfort hìm. 

Wa ali Jilrp Hyp^pnthy '" 

" True," said I, " your obaervation does you 
credit — though I believe that it is not entirely 
a new thougbt" 

" Well, l'm not a new woman, and I don't see 
why I should be expected to bave a new thought," 
retumed Mary, flippantly. " By the way, I did 
think of rather a smart thing yesterday anent 
the Dew woman that you perbaps might work 
up into a sort of joke." 

" What waa it?" cried I, eageriy. " That will 
66 



by Google 



SYMPATHY 



be an originai idea for aure ! So far no one hia 
ever attempted to perpetrate a wittìciam at ber 
expenae." 

Mary regarded me doubtf uUy, but went od : 

" Yoa migbt bring it in sometliing thia way. 
Jobony migbt ask, ' Faw, what do people mean 
by " new woman "?' Tben bis fatber couid Bay, 
' Yen bave beard of old maids? Well, in most 
caaea tbe " new woman " ia just anotber name 
for the same old maid.' Now ! don't you think 
tbat prettyclever for me?" 

" Mary ! Mary ! l'm afraid it ia only one type 
of advanced tbougbt that you bave in your 
mind." 

" Ferbaps. But tbat is the kind of new 
women IVe mostly come aerosa," and Mary 
nodded ber head wisely. 

" We were talking of aympathy, though," sbe 
went on. " From tbe cradle to the grave it 
never comes amisa to any human beiag. Half 
tbe tìme tbat's what babiea cry for — there's very 
often not another thing the matter with them. 
Tbey want you to aootbe tbem and say, ' Poor 
little tbing!' And what do people go and die 
for? Becauae tbey know that no matter how 
borrid they may bave been some one will say, 
'Ab! poor creature!*" 

Thia startling theory rather toók my breath 
away, and we walked on for a few moments in 
ailence. Presently Mary broke into a little 
reminiscent laugh. 
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" I was just remembering some of the thinga 
I did when I was little. Near us there lired a 
pretty cbild with something the matter wìth her 
hip that necessitated her usiDg a cratch. We 
ali played together, and I ased to hear passera- 
by pitting her and saying what a sad thing it 
was. Somehow I carne to thiuk it a pretty fine 
thing to receive ali this commiseration, and felt 
defranded of a great deal of the consolation of 
life by my healtb and heartiness. No one looked 
at me sorrowfnlly nor made compassionate 
remarks in my hearing about my ' sad and 
patient little face.' I yeamed for ^mpathy. 
1 grew to positively envy the girl witb the 
crutch. I longed to bave something the matter 
with me that would look very bad and not hnrt 
much — something that would move people to 
tears." 

" And what did you do about it?" qnestioned 
I, aiaused at the feeling recital of ber young 
ambition. 

She laughed again. 

" l'U teli you what I did. My brother Jack 
and I used to go od a Street where we were not 
known, and l'd pretend I was blìnd, and he'd 
lead me. That was lovely! People were so 
sorry for me. I would bear them say what a 
terrible affliction it was, and teli their own chil- 
dren how thankful they should he to bave their 
^esight, and say what a terrible thing it was to 
be blind. We thoroughly enjoyed it. When I 
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was tired of doing the blind act he used to walk 
lame. But the thing we reaped most pìty od 
was a amali sofa-cuahion hump I occasionally 
wore OD my back. That was very satisfactory; 
it never failed uà." 

" YoTi little frauds ! How long did you carry 
this thing on?" 

" A considerable tìme. tTnfortunately mother 
was out callìng one day, and came across us 
unexpectedly. Jack had a bandage over one 
eye, and I was sporting the cushion. In the 
kindness of her heart she stopped to speak a word 
to the two pitiful little objects." Mary ceased 
her story with an expressive amile. 

" I suppose her subsequent treatment entirely 
cured you of ali sueh ills." 

" Yes," retumed Mary. " A wonderfully 
clever practitioner, my mother!" 

As Mary says, we ali like aympathy. Some of 
US may not think we do, but in one form or 
another it is dear to the heart of every one of 
US. A fellow-feeling with others in their yaried 
eonditions of Joy or grief is a good thing to cul- 
tirate. It broadens the mind, ìt enlai^es the 
heart, it takea one's attention off one's own men- 
tal or physical pains — ^jnst aa interesting con- 
versatioQ has been known to cure toothaehe. 
What sorrowa have been lightened, what joys 
intensified, by the tender worda or feeling ailence 
of some sympathetic soni! It may be but the 
touch of a band, the glance of an eye, that showa 
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UB we are uaderstood ; but is there any offeriog 
more acceptable to the lonely soni of each one 
o( US — to that inoer and hiddeo self that, ud- 
known to ali but the possessor, goes through Hfe 
solitary, save for those subtle flashes of recogni- 
tioQ that sympathy may afford? Like the 
quality of mercy, pity is twìce blessed. Gush- 
ing forth, it cleanses and reanimates the heart 
of the giver, while reyiTÌng and Hoothìng those 
wear; ones whose waj may hare fallen in arid 
places. 

There are many proad spirits that deny ali 
need for pity. There may be some truly happy 
ones who are entirely to be felicitated. There 
are some moderately fortunate ones that, in their 
desire to arouse sympathy, resort, like Mary, to 
artiflce to extract the soothing balm. Perhaps 
the^ have slìght indigestton — and fancy they 
eiperience sufferings never before borne by mor^ 
tal man. They may bave lost some money — 
and give you long and fancìfal tales of their 
former grandear. Uncongenial relatìves (to 
whom they are often rery nasty) make their 
lires a burden — and they teli you ali about it. 

When I was very young I knew a man with 
a broken heart. He told me it was broken. I 
foand ont afterwards that he told ali the girla 
the same thing. In the ligbt of more matnre 
years I bave come to the conclusion that it was 
his way of flìrting, and that he derived great 
satisfactìon from it — but oh! how I pitied him 
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theo! He saìd that life held nothing more for 
him ; that religion was a hoUow mockery, earth 
a barren waete; that he only went abont and 
danced and mingled in society to hide bis break- 
ing heart. He asked me it 1 thought suicide 
was never juatifiable, and dropped dark hints 
aboat uot beìng long for this world. Theo he 
wouid sigh, or laugh bitterly. It was very 
affecting! I never quite found o«t what the 
sorrow was. It was past and over, and he wouId 
not now bave it otherwise, he told me— only the 
Joy had gone out of existence for him. I don't 
to this day know whetber she had thrown him 
over or died. I was so sorry for him — used to 
sit out OD the verandah in the moonlight wìth 
him (he disliked a crowd), and try to comfort 
him. He said he liked to talk to me, it lightened 
the burden; I seemed to understand him, and 
he could confide in me in a way he would never 
thìnk of doing to anyone else. He saìd I was 
a dear little friend — and occasionally foi^t he 
was holding my band longer than was necessary. 
I knew he just forgot, and thought it would look 
ridiculous to take it away. (Sometimes you are 
very green when you are young!) I respected 
bis confidences. l've cried about that man at 
night. I tbink I prayed for him ! After he had 
left the town I discovered that he had trotted 
out that brokea heart of bis and sought consola- 
tion from three or foar of my friends. I don't 
believe he had a broken heart at ali; it was 
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just bandaged up for the occasìon. Anyway, 
it ia satisfactory to know that he is comfortahly 
married, and has long gìven up parading that 
damaged portion of hìH anatomy. 

Mai; sajB she knew just the same kìnd of 
pathetìc suSerer. He had fine eyes and a con- 
fiding way of seekìng a^oupath;. She speaks of 
him as a real fraud, and heartlessij gives it as 
ber opinion that ìmpressionable people should 
be wary of a man with a heart sorrow — that 
Bometimes it gets to be his tmmp suit, and he 
leams to manipulate it extremely dexterously, 
raking in any amonnt of that soul-satisfying 
pìty that is akin to love. She says, moreover, 
that, straugely enough, the only person that she 
has reason " for certain aure " to believe really 
is heart-broken goes abont with such an ordin- 
ary air that you would never be aware of the 
internai fracture from outward observation — 
but this may be an exceptional case. 

Ereii those that are too proud to voice their 
misfortunes abroad, to accept what may be a 
half-contemptuous pity, have the same universal 
desire for the sweetness of sympathy. Look at 
the people that write to the " Answers to Corre- 
spondents" columns of various publications. 
Beading between the lines of the answers, one 
can imagine the outbursts of confidence of which 
the editor has been the recipient — the ambitions, 
hopes, fears, passionate longings that bave 
been opened up to her — the hidden sorrows and 
6S 
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diBappoìatments, the heart hunger, the vaìii 
regrets that bave been laid bare — the carefnlly- 
hidden skeletoDS that have been taken out and 
rattled at her, till their dreadfal old bones have 
been weary enongh to lie stili for awhìle when 
replaced in the closet, and for a little space cease 
to hannt their ownerg. Ali this for a breath of 
human sympathy, ereu from an onknown fellow- 
creature. 
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DiD yoa erer set oat to find a uice, simple and 
entertaining book (or a little chìld, tliinking ìt 
woald be a very easy thing to accomplìsh? I 
did — and fonnd them more difBcalt to discorer 
than four-leaved dover. I am referring to storìes 
for very little chlldren. Tbere are plenty of 
Buitable talea (or cbildren from six yeara ap. 
For younger cbildren tbe principal offering is 
nursery rbymes that, apart (rom the jingle wbich 
may be pleasing to infant ears, are meaningless 
twaddle, unintelligible gibberish, or tbe recital 
of some most unpleasant occurrence. 

Custom has established tbese literary gems as 
being the rigbt and proper (ood on whìch to 
r^ale the opening mind. Delìcious moraels, 
strengthening alike to moral and mental derel- 
opment! Let os take some at random (rom one 
o( tbe Tolnmes I inveated in. Why, the contenta 
o( the daily papera are tame compared witb the 
accìdenta, murdera and senaational itema therein 
recorded; and yet a cry goes up about tbe 
unbridled presa from the very people who com- 
placently pour into tbeir innocent babies' won- 
dering ears sucb painful episodes as the fol- 
lowing: 
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" Robin a Bobbio, he beot hia bow ; 
He ahot at a coclc and be killed a orow ; 
He Bhot at another and killed hU brother. 
And he'a to be luu^ed to-morrow." 

Why should this terrible incident and the aw- 
ful paoishment tliat wìll OTertake the wretched 
fratricide be conaidered desirable knowledge for 
your child's tender years to be weighted with? 
Better take him to an execation next! 

In " Jack and Jlll " the evident point is that 
Jack neariy kìUed himself, and we are led to 
beliere that Jill also was severely injared; bnt 
instead of the child's sympathy being aroused, 
the accident is dwelt upon as being rather a good 
joke at their expense. 

And this delicate pleasantry that we flnd od 
the next page is likely to encourage tendersess 
and considerateness of those who are helpless 
and afflicted, ìs it not? 

"Ab I wa0 going to seti m? eggs, 
I met a man with bandj l^s, 
Bandy lega and crooked toea, 
I tripped him up. 
And he fall on his noBe." 

Wbat a joke ! Neariy as amusing as the heart- 
less ili-treatment of the poor old woman who 
" went to market her ^^ for to sell," and fall- 
ing asleep on the king's highway, was scan- 
dalously robbed of most of her clothing by a 
facetious pedlar, and left to freeze. A most 
laughable account ia given of bow she began to 
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shÌTer and shake and cry pìtifully wheo slie 
awoke; and ber distress wben ber little dog 
failed to recognize ber upon ber retnm bome 
Ì8 told aa belng comlcal in the estreme. The 
whole story ia really too esquiaitely faoDy for 
anything. Tbere's notbing like CQltivating a 
fine seoBe ot hnmor in a child ! 

Iiisten to thìs praisewortby pian of etimu- 
latÌDg devotlon in aged bamanity : 

"Gooeey, goosey, gand«r, 

"Whìther shall I waoder ? 
UpstaÌTS and downstairs, 

And in my lady's cliamber. 
Tb«re I mat an old man 

Wbo wouldn't asj bis prayera, 
I took him by the left 1^ 

And threw him down the ataire." 

A little diaconnected and inconBeqnent, but 
tbla does not matter, and the finale is ali tbat 
could be wiahed. 

This tbrowing down seems to be a rather 
favorite diverBion of many nuraery beroea and 
beroìnes. You remember the rather dÌBappoint- 
ingly abrupt version of the old woman's treat- 
ment of ber calf : 

" Th«re waa an old woman sat spinning, 
That'a the beginning. 
She had a. calf, 
That'9 half . 
She took it out of the stai! 
And threw It ovep the wall, 
That's aU." 
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Ab a child I always bìtterlj resented the too 
bald renditìoD of tliìs thrilliag affair, and stili 
it appeara to me that there is ampie foundation 
for building a dramatic and lengthy narrative, 
fiUed with ali those satisifying particulars that 
are bo anaojingly absent. What did the calf 
do to enrage its owner? Was it killed when she 
threw it over the wall? Was she sorry after, or 
did she exult in her eruelty? 

Then what improving lesson is supposed to 
be leamed from the actions of that overwrought 
woman whose limited abode, being a Bhoe, was 
so unsuited to hold her nnlimited family? (Ex- 
cept, as some think, the shoe had been made of 
a size to &t the foot of a mountain.) I don't 
wonder much at her whipping them ali soundly 
and putting them to bed, but why dwell upon the 
nnreasouably severe punishment meted out to 
innocent and harmless chUdren whose onty fault, 
we bave reason to believe, was being hungry; 
and who seemingly took their breadleas broth 
without demnr when it was dished up to them? 

And, pray, what good purpose is served by 
giving long and harrowing particulars of the 
fonerai obsequies of Cock Bobin, and an account 
of the previous inquest held upon his remains — 
when the murderous sparrow, feeling it uselras 
to deny his guilt in the face of two witnessea, 
deflantly acknowledges bis crime and glorìes in 
the deed? 

Is the infant taste in lìterature knovn to run 
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to morbidness, that graesome talea and horrìd 
happenings are the priacipal topics presented? 
SmaU wonder that the very yoang so often 
are anaccotmtably moved to teara. It may he 
that they ponder more deeply than we think on 
the appalling narratìvee ao glibly recounted to 
them, and ìt unnerres them. These are not the 
worst of the nursery talea by any means. What 
about " Red Ridlng Hood," " The Babes in the 
Wood," "Jack the Giant Killer," "Blue 
Beard"? Ghaatly tragedies, bloody nmrders, 
ali of them. 

Perhaps you say, " But a chìld does not take 
in or understand these things?" Then why not 
give him something he con understand? What 
grown people generally like in fiction is some- 
thing that appeala to them as being real — 
deacriptions of seenes and incidente into which 
they cau enter, delineation of character that is 
tnie to life, the preseutment of aomething that 
aronses oar hetter feeling», purifying and en- 
nobling. Instruction books are good, but we do 
not always want to be taken over new ground. 
There are times when we aimply wish to be 
amused. It may be ho with four-year-olds — we 
are ali hot children of a larger growth. Impart- 
ìng knowledge is excellent, but leada to ques- 
tioning and diacussion; and there are tim^ 
when an amusing story entirely withiu the 
scope of the child'a obserration and knowled^ 
«8 
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would be a relìef to mnch-catechised pareots 
and gaardians weary of explaining. 

Do you ever, thrown upon yonr own resources, 
e8say to entertain some friend of tender yeara by 
tellìng him storie»? You quickly flnd that what 
pleases him best is somethìng that hìs mind can 
grasp. " Wheo-yoa-were-a-little-boy " ìncidents 
are prime favorites, and every-day doings of an 
imagìnary child such as himself are of absorbing 
interest. The closer the resemblance between 
the hero's surroundings and his own, the more 
enjoyable the story — so long as you do not work 
in too obtrusive a moral. The youngest child 
resents this. The moral should always be there, 
bat carefuUy and attraetively garbed — and more 
in the whole tener of the story than of erideot 
and deliberate intent. 

My idea for a little child's hook is that the 
simplest, shortest story should be artistìcally 
trae to life — not as life appears to us, but taken 
from the child's standpoint. The happeniugs 
in his own aimple little round of existence are 
of Tastly more interest than the destiny of 
nations. The tiny incidents of his own daìly 
life and experience, seen through hia wee round 
ey^, are magnifled into affairs of great moment. 
Then teli him about something he is ìnterested 
in. Why puzzle hìs tender brain with a jai^n 
of idiotic soands, or insult hìs ears with the 
recital of doings and events that, when you think 
of them reasonably, are se^i to be a mizture o( 
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poor English, bad manners, and worse morals — 
of ìmprobabilities that one is only too glad to 
admit could never come trne. 

Some day l'm going to publish a boob of short 
atorìes intended for the yonngest kind of a child 
that deaires to bear a story. It's going to bave 
onlj one hero, over and over again, and bis sur- 
roundings will be auch as wìU seem naturai to 
the ordinary middle-claaa chìld. There will be 
Dothing unpleaaant or likely to make a young- 
ater afraid to be alone in the dark, and no aug- 
gestiODS for mischief in it. There will be a tinge 
of pathos and a touch of humor, a distinct and 
well-deflned plot in each tale — and a satisfactory 
conelusion. There will be no glaring discrep- 
ancies between the illustrations and the text, 
and the whole will be expreased in simple, aen- 
aible langnage. Altogetber it will be a most 
artistic and desirable work, and if people are 
as intelligent as I take them to be, and know 
how to appreciate a really good thing when they 
come aerosa it, the success of the volume is 
aasured. Meautime, if any publisher cares to 
examine the manuscript, I shall be charmed to 
allow him to do so — and if he will kìndly take it 
home and let hi» second youngest pronounce 
jndgment upou ita merita ìt may be placed before 
the public sooner than I at present anticipate. 
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HER BÈTE NOIR. 

" Who'S the man I so oftea me walking home 
with Eva?" inquìred I of Mary, referring to the 
stalwart companìou of a matual friend, whom 
we could see advancing up the Street. 

Mary craned ber aeck a trifle that she might 
have a better view from the wìndow. 

" Why, that's young Smith " — only she didn't 
cali him Smith — "Arthur Smith. Yen remein- 
ber him! Hasa't he improved wonderfully? 
He's been away a year, but his affection haa 
never wandered from his first love. His people 
are well off, and ìt would be a good match for 
Eva, but she makes ali kinds of fan of him — 
says she can't bear him." 

" l've heard that sort of thing before." 

" But, really, I believe in this case she isn't 
' putting on ' in the least — she told me she poai- 
tively hates him, and only receìves his atten- 
tious becanse he won't be shaken off." 

" Poor girl ! that's too bad." 

" I belìCTe yon're making fun — ^but look 1 she'a 
coming in. Let's tease her a bit about him, and 
see how she takes it" 

"We saw yoQ partìng from the deroted 

Smith," cried Mary, as Eva joined ns. "He 
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was so taken np watching the last of yon that 
he walked ìnto a woman and a baby-carriage 
and fell over a youngster on a tricycle. I heard 
the yonngster inquiring pertìnacioasly why he 
' conldn't look where he was goin' ' — it cost hìm 
ten cents and a wipe of his nìce clean handker- 
chìef before he was able to Gx the boy np. Don't 
yon tbink ìt's a iierious thing to tum a yonng 
maii'B head to that exteut?" inqnired the 
q>eaker, solenmly. 

" Oh, nonaense !" returned Eva, with a care- 
less laugh. " Devoted Smith, indeed ! whowants 
his devotion? l'm snre I don't. l'm just sick 
and tired of hìm taggìng aronnd after me. I 
won't stand it, and the sooner he knows ìt the 
better. Big, clnmsy thing! He'd mn into a 
coal cart — ^never looks where he's going." Then 
after a moment — " But you don't really tliìnk he 
was watehìng me on the door-step, do you?" 

"Well, he might bave beeo observing the 
creeper on the porch," conceded Mary, dryly; 
"remarkably fine creeper that." 

" Seriously, Eva," remarked I, gravely, " do 
yon thìnk it is right to encourage that poor fel- 
low the way you do, if you don't care for him?" 

Indignation flashed from the brown eyes. 

"Encour^^ him! Who dares to say I en- 
courage him? What can I do about it? He 
won't tate a hìnt. l've told him over and over 
again that I don't want him, as plaìnly as I can 
— but he doesn't take a bit of notice." 
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" For that matter, what ìs there about him 
that yoQ dou't like? Be'» a fine-l'ooking, agree- 
able man, and thej say he's so steadj, and good 
to bis father and mother. Wbj don't yon marry 
bim?" 

" Marry him ! The idea !" cried Eva through 
ber blushes, with derisive ridicole. " Why, he's 
only a boy! I*ve known him ali my life. His 
father and mother think the sun rises and seta 
OD bim — and he really is a good fellow. But 
it'B rìdicttlous to say he's handsome, the great 
big ngly thing ! I never see anything to admire 
in bim, with bis gawky ways, and those blue 
eyes of his following you around everywbere you 
go in tbat foolish way. Besides, he's a big softy 
— does everything I teli him. I like a man that 
has some ' go ' to bim. Arthur basn't sense 
enougb to flirt with some other girl wben l'm 
talking to other men, but stands around and 
glowers and looks doleful tìll I could just shake 
him. It's none of his business who I dance with, 
and I won't stand being dictated to by him, 
and the sooner he knows it the better. He's a 
perfect nnlsance, and I wouidn't marry a thing 
like that if there was not anotber man in the 
worid!" 

During this recital of ber good and snfficient 
reaaons (or objecting to Mr. Smith as a possìble 
parti, Miss Eva had grown more and more ex- 
cited and decisive. Scoro, derision and ridicule 
had pointed ber sentences when sbe meutioned 
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bis BhortGomings. Aversion and coutempt had 
marked ber features when ehe dwelt upon bis 
obnoxioQS attentions to heraelf. Stero deter- 
mination showed itself about ber prettj mouth 
aa sbe delivered ber unalterable decieion. Eri- 
denti; Artbur wasn't " in it." Mary glanced at 
me with a " wbat<lid-I-tell-yoii?*' expresaion. 

I tbougbt l'd try another tack. 

" Ob, well," remarbed I, sootbìngly, " we won't 
say aaytbing more about it. I bad no idea you 
disliked bim so tborougbly." 

" WeU, I do." 

" Of course you know bim a great deal batter 
tban I do, and if be's tbe kind of man yen say 
I don't wonder you caa't bear bim. I thonght 
he looked ratber a well set op sort of cbap; 
bnt l'Te no donbt be is slow — a big man is often 
as Btnpid as an owl." 

Era stirred in ber seat uneasily, bnt uodded 
an agreement. 

There was a twìnkle in Mary's eyes as sbe 
followed my lead by Bayìng, aympatbetìcally, 
"And after ali, I don't conaìder it very gen- 
tlemanly of bim to annoy Eva tbe way be does; 
bnt he doesa't know enough to see wben he isn't 
wanted. Don't you remember, he used to bang 
aronnd Lily C — till sbe was desperate?" 

Eva confessed coldly tbat she didn't remember. 

" Don't yon?" with amìable surprise. " Sbe 

made ali sorta of fun of his gumpy ways and that 

fltr^WBtack head of hia Th^ say bis mother 
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spoìla him awfuUj, and that h.é'a a clnms; dancer 
— can't keep time. The girla used to aaj his ear 
was ali OD the outeide of bis head," and Mary 
laughed amusedly. 

There was an ominous sparkle in Eva's eyes, 
and she didn't join in the laugh. 

" Bnt be reallj has improved since those days," 
remarted I, in mild remonstrance. " If he 
would only hold bis head np he would not be 
half bad." 

" It's bis nose tbat's too beavy, I think — makes 
him droop," gravely attested Mary, watchlng 
the effect. " What a pity he has sach an ngly 
D(»e. They say be uses it to sing tbrongh. 
Does he ever sing for yoa, Eva?" 

*' He sings rery well indeed," replied Era, 
shortly. 

"Does he, really, now? What a shame to 
màke sach fuu of him as they do! Lily was 
sayiug it would take ali his father's money to 
get a wife for him. He certaiuly has no st^le, 
as yott were aaying," she went on, medìtatively, 
witb an innocent gaze fixed on Eva's cban^g 
countenanee, " but do yoa think — " 

But thia waa too much. 

" I know one thing I think," flashed ont Eva, 
"and that is that Lily would bave beeu only 
too glad to accept him if he had proposed to ber. 
Everybody knows she tried ber hardest to catch 
bim — and sbe's just a jealous, spitefol thing! If 
Arthur is not more of a gentleman than that 
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Jack BrowD ahe thìnks so mnch of, it'B tunny to 
me; and handsomer, too! He hag tlie best ncoe 
in the city, and yon know it," tamiiig defiantly 
to Mary. " Not that I care what people say 
about him; only I must say l'm disappoìnted 
in yon two tamìng over sucb a lot of onkìnd 
and wicked stories about anyoae," and refusing 
to listen further, she was gone. 

After she bad left us we gazed at eacb otber 
in silence (or a few momentH; then laugbter took 
posseesion of u». 

" Do yon stili tbink sbe hates him?" asked I, 
presently. 

And for reply ali Mary did was to langb again. 
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xn. 

ON THE MODERN CHILO. 

"And how did the picnic come off?" asked I, 
of Mary. 

Ab a faithful teacher in St Something's Sun- 
day-school, Mary always partìcipates in the som- 
mer ontìng. This joyful event took place the 
other day, and I had not seen my friend eince. 

"Oh, well enough/' retumed she, rather list- 
lessly. 

"You had a nice, fine day." 

" Yes, the day was good " — stili without entha- 
sìasm — " and none of the youngsters got killed, 
and they seemed as little dissatisfled as nsual, 
and the teachers survìved — Bo that altogether I 
suppose it onght to be considered to have passed 
off ÌD a highly satisfactory manner." 

ThiB tinge of irony was' foreign to Mary's 
usuai conversation. I regarded her curiously. 

"A long course of annual picnic» seems to 
have palled upon you," remarked I. 

" Indeed ìt has ! In my estimatìon the day of 
usefulness for the Sunday-school picnic is abont 
OTer." Mary spoke in the tone of conviction of 
one who has considered the question in ali ita 
hearings and has come to a definite concluaion. 

" How do you make that cut? I know it's a 
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little tronble to those who get ìt up, but it is 
alwajs looked forward to and is a great pleasnre 
to the childreD." 

" I suppose there alwaya are a few of the 
poorer ehildreo who enjoy it — and that'a ali that 
reconciles me to the affair at ali! You must 
remember that the old-fashioned brand of eaaily- 
pleased child has dìed out, and there ìb no satis- 
^ng the child of to-day. Now, in a congre- 
gation sucli as ours" (Mary belongs to an ap- 
towD church) " there are very few of the chìl- 
dren that are not taken out to the park», or over 
to the Island for little trips on the boats, sereral 
times during the season. Most of them bave 
too mueh jauntiog, and they get criticai, and ìt'a 
no joke tryiog to get up an expedition that will 
please them." 

" I do think theee trips by water and rail are 
a mietake. It's too great a rìak, with ali those 
children. How can people look after them?" 

"Nothing but a merciful Providence ever 
brings the little terrors home alive! We went to 
Lorne Park, you know, and the way those boys 
hung over the taffrail and chased one another 
around the deck, or crawled out on the bowsprit 
and danced and balanced themselTes wlth airy 
grace thereon, was enoagh to tum your hair 
grey — and the girla were not much better ! 
They ali ran around wildly, playÌDg tag and 
shrieking, and losiug their hats orerboard, and 
poking into the en0ne-room, and falling down 
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and tearing their clothes, and telling na tìiey 
were hnngry every ten mìnntes, and asking how 
soon we'd ' get there.' I was very thankfnl when 
we did get there — for I thonght some of tìiose 
fatare pillars of the church would snrely fili 
early and aqneous graves." And Mary sighed 
at the remembrance of their fearsome antica. 

" Why didn't they take them somewhere by 
street-cars?" 

" That's what a great many of the teachers 
wanted when we held our meeting to decide, but 
bless yoa! the youngsters tum up their nosee 
at street-cars and High Park. *Yah! street- 
cars! They'U be makin' ns walk nezt thing!' 
I heard a boy say to bis friends, in disgnsted 
tones, when he heard of the suggestion. Street- 
cars, indeed! It wili soon be that yoa'll bave 
to take them to New York or Quebec by special 
train to satisfy the young beggars. When I was 
a little girl (we lived ìn a country town, to be 
Bure) we used to bave our picnic ìn one of the 
fields on the glebe farm after the bay was cat. 
The smaller ones were taken there in farmers' 
wagons, ri^ed ap with a sort of rack to keep 
them from falling out, and the big ones walked. 
It was the same every year — and we always had 
a lovel; time, and never thought of anything dìf- 
ferent. If it raìned we just had tea in the school- 
honse, and there was nothing more about it. 
I don't say we never took more things on our 
platea than any hnman beings could devoar — 
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and truth compels me to admit that bread and 
butter may have been slyly dìsposed of in some 
way that was not gastronomìcal when we saw 
something nice in the tart or cake line coming — 
but we never treated buns with the contempt the 
yonngsters do Dowadays." 

" Buns ! Don't they approve of buns?" 

Mary looted nnutterable things. 

" There seems to be Bomething positively de- 
moralìzing about buns!" said she, ìmpressively. 
" I think it's the shape of them — they're so handy 
to play ball with! Even the beat of children 
yield to temptatìon and tosa them about. They 
never dream of eating them. Carefully-made 
sandwiches and the beat of cake are what they 
expect. In another year or two we'Il bave to 
give them salads and ice-cream and charlotte 
russe — and they won't be half as well pleased 
as children used to be with a bun and some 
cookie» and a glass of milk. The farther you 
take them, aod the more you gire them, the more 
tired and cross and dissatisfied they are by the 
time you get them home. I bare not the least 
donbt that, after ali our trouble and work, half 
onr scholara reached home grumbling, and told 
their people it was ' a ratty old picnic, anyway, 
and they never had no fan.' " 

Mary'a mimicry of the thankless amali boy's 
complainiag tone was true to life. 

* Yes," she went on, " the Sunday-school 
picnic has grown out of ali reasonable propor- 
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tìon. It's a dreadfnl nndertaking for very little 
resnit — a toìi of a pleasnre. There are too many 
chìldren to handle in a lai^ Bchool, and if the 
weather ìb bad it spoils ali jonr plans. Now in 
wìntep you get up your entertainment and bave 
it (except it's a sleigh-ride and the snow go«i 
back on yon), and the chìldren are sometimes 
quite pleased witb tbeir recitations and tab- 
leaux, and Chrìstmas treea and tbìngs. Yon 
are not dependent on so many contingencies (or 
snccess. The whole thing won't be spoiled 
becanse you flnd, when you are twenty milea 
from home, that aomebody has foi^tten to pack 
the cups, or the Bugar bas been left behìnd, or 
Johnny Smith has fallen oTerboard, or Lncy 
Brown been lost.- 

" We had an awful crowd on board coming 
home. The boat people bad faithfully promised 
that they would take no otber excursion on the 
same date as ours — they alwaye promise that, ita 
Tery decent of them!" 

" Then wby the crowd?" 

" Oh, they didn't keep their promise — none of 
the line» erer do in that particnlar. Tbere were 
two other picnics on hand that day, and the 
yonngsters got mixed. l'm snre we fed hun- 
dreds that didn't belong to onr crowd at alL 
And some of onr own were overlooked, I bear, 
and there is dreadfnl troable over it. Tbat's 
the worst of the big picnic ! It is almost impos- 
BÌble to mana^ ererything satìsfactorily. The 
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commissariat department demanda so mnch 
attentìon from tliose in charge o( the ezpedition 
that there is hardly any time to devote to amuB- 
ìug the youngsters, and they just bang aroand 
most of the time. When the racea begìn they 
fall and hurt themselves, and quarrel over the 
prizes, and when they get them say they are no 
good. And the growo-up people come home 
nearly dead, and the children are cross and tìred 
and onght to have been in bed three hours ago, 
anà the parents ali vow theyll never let them 
go again, and — oh, don't let uà talk of it any 
more! It will be a year before the next one!" 
There is something in what Mary says. The 
evolntion of the Snnday-school picnic within the 
last fifteen or twenty years has been wonderful. 
Whether or not the preseot acale upon which it 
is planned gives any more real pleasure to those 
participating than the aannal " treat " held in 
Home conveaiently-adjaceDt grOTe used to do is 
a question. To my mind, too much is attempted. 
The pleasure-seekers start too early, and stay 
too late, and go too far. I have in my mind a 
trip nndertaken a few seasons ago by a very large 
Bchool in this city that waa a *' won't go home 
till moming" affair. A storm arose on the 
homeward joumey, and a boat-load of seasick 
young people drifted about on Late Ontario 
" till daylight did appear," while the wharres 
were fllled with agonized parents. If the trip 
is arranged to gire gratiflcation to those children 
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ìnto whose live» little pleasure enters, a simple 
onting wlll be enjojed. As for those more for- 
tunate ones whose parents can afford to take 
them bere and there, it really does not matter ìf 
the programme faìis to come up to theìr criticai 
and pampered taste. Yoa will not be able to 
satìsfy them in any caae, and simplicity might 
bave nnexpected charms for them. In many 
ca^B, when trips by boat or rail are projected, 
parente who cannot accompany tbeir cbildren 
are forced to deny them the pleasure of going, 
or, baving allowed their yoang bopefnls to de- 
part with the scatter-brained, squìrmiug mass 
of youtbful humanity, spend the long day — and 
too often half the night — wondering ìf they will 
get home alive. And wben the little wrecks 
appear, weary and cranky and worn-out, such 
anxious watchers are apt to say, libe Mary, 
" Thank goodness! they are home safely, and it 
won't come again for another year!" 
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THE SUMMER GUEST. 

Thbeb were three of them — a mother and two 
daugbters, I sunnised from their conversation. 
The lunch-room was crowded, and they carne and 
sat at tbe table where I was awaiting the plea- 
sure of the supercìUous maiden who had taken 
my order in an incidental sort of way some time 
previoua. 

After a carefal glance at me, te be satìsfied I 
was nnknowQ to them, they did not allow my 
presence to materially interfere with their con- 
versation. It seemed that the widowed mother 
aad younger daughter resided in the city. The 
other, a pretty but rather thin and careworn 
■wpman, was married, and lived in some country 
place — ^being only in town for a day's shopping. 
She was leaving again by an aftemoon traia, 
and as they evìdently had had little opportunity 
for converse, they talked on, exchanging con- 
fidences and gÌTing messages regardless of me. 
There was a certaìn judìcious sappression of 
Bumames, but that was ali. I heard how the 
children carne to contract scarlet fever last 
sprÌDg throagh " hìs " sister's carelessness, and 
how the bired girl ìmmediately left, and what 
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a time she had had — how the eztensioii to ber 
house waa scarcely finished, and they didn't 
intend haTÌng the upstairs plastered nntil next 
fall, everyone was so busy now with the harvest; 
how the little dressea tiey sent her were just 
the rìght sìze, and she thought the trìmming on 
those pìnafores lovely, but the curtaius she sent 
down for were oot the right length, and she'd 
had to tum them down at the top. 

The arrivai of my lee-cream created a diver- 
8ioD, and they clung to the preaiding tray-hearer 
— who had her eye on another group — ^nntil she 
deigned to attend to their wants. I think it was 
amazement that any three women on earth 
should bave their minds made up regarding what 
they waated, and be ready to gìve their order 
without hesitation or discussion, that impressed 
the waitress into bringing their luncheon almost 
at once. I don't wonder. l'm only surprised 
she didn't fall down dead with the shock. I 
don't suppose she had ever experienced anything 
like it in her life before. We ali know the usua) 
procedure of a couple of women who go in to 
bave lunch together, and the length of time they 
are in deciding what they will bave to eat The 
waitrras standing by is aware that in nine cases 
out of ten the final decision will be coffee and 
rolls, or ice-cream and sponge cake, but she 
patiently listens while they wander ali over the 
card, discussing the various dishes before brìng* 
ìng np at their toast and tea. I bave observed 
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men occasionally experience consìderable diffl- 
culty in deciding and be very foi^tful ìq com- 
pleting their orders — necessìtatiDg a liDgering, 
and repeated retnrns of the waitress. But in 
Buch a case, curiously enough, that young lady 
inrariablj owns nncommonly fine eyes, a be- 
witchiag smile, or a demarely pretty way of 
answering questiona; and a dark suspicìon 
arises in one's mind that the hesitation and inde- 
cision they exhibìt is net the bona fide article, 
bnt rather the ontcome of fiirtatious afore- 
thought. But this Ì8 wandering from my three 
' neighbors. 

Presently the married danghter inquired, 
apropos of some mutuai friends, " Where are 
they going this summer?" 

"I don't know," replied the mother; "they 
were inquìring after you very kindly the other 
day." 

" And what did you say?" putting down ber 
spoon and regarding the speaker anxiously. 

" Oh, I told them you were not at ali well, 
and the masons were busy in your house yet, 
and ererything in a muddle, and I didn't think 
they'd be through until September." 

A look of relief stole over ber daughter's face. 

" Good for you ! The house is very comfort- 
able, and l'm feeling stronger every day now; 
but I really can't be bothered with a lot of visi- 
torà in harvest time — and they can well afford 
to go somewhere where people make their living 
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by keepìng Bummer boainlera. They don't want 
to see me, or they'd come at some other time of 
year, vhen there ìBn't so mach work going on. 
l'm reallj toneaome in winter, and wonld be glad 
to bave tbem. Bnt l'm tbat worn ont in July 
and August, what with tbe barrest banda, and 
fmit and bntter, and extra cooking, tbat I 
baven't a minute to ait down and apeak to tbem. 
Jobn's busy out in tbe fields lookiog after tbe 
meo, and be bates dressìng up for meals. Yen 
know bow it is wben you're bot and tired. And 
tbey expect you to go driving witb tbem wben 
tbe borse» are in nse, and to sit up in tbe eren- 
ing because it's * so lovely and cool in tbe moon- 
tigbt ' — tbey baven't been up since four in tbe 
moming! No, I want peace and quietnesa, and 
no Tisitors this summer. l'd like to bave time 
to enjoy tbe country myself !" 

" Tbat's just wbat I tbougbt. l'm sure you 
were nearly dead, witb Susie and ali ber cbil- 
dren last year." 

" Ob, well, I asked tbem — and Susie is always 
rery kind, and makes any of ug welcome in town. 
Besides, sbe understands bow different tbings 
are on a farm, and doran't expect so much. Sbe 
tumed rigbt in and belped me many a time. 
And tbougb tbe cbildren did stuff Ùiemselves 
witb green fmit, and chase Jobn's prize calves, 
and frigbten tbe bens off tbe nest, balf tbe time 
tbey dìdn't know tbey were doing wrong. By 
tbe way," witb sndden tbougbt, " bave you beard 
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from Hamilton lately? Did they," with a loot 
of intelligence, " aay ìf the girls were going away 
anywhere?" 

" No; only mentioned that Janet bad not been 
well lately, and a change wonld do ber good." 

"Well, I bave an idea that they would like 
to come to me for a montb. So when you're 
writing — you'U be writing, won't you? — ^you 
migbt just mention that l'm looking wretched 
myself, and my girl is going to be married — ebe 
la, next fall — and l'm tbinking of going to Belle- 
ville for a cbange (I am tbinking of it — baven't 
made up my mind quite), do yon uoderstand? 
It wìll come better from yon than from me." 

A comical glance passed between tbem as the 
mother nodded ber head. 

" And when you are writing to the other crowd 
— Ida and those, you know!" said the other 
daughter, with intent, addresaing ber married sis- 
ter, " you migbt let them know that mother and 
I are going out of town-^we are not quite suro 
wbere yet, but we'U lìkely be away ali summer 
— ali summer, mind you ! Make a point of 
writing, will you? Some people tbìnk Toronto 
is not a half bad place in summer," said she, 
laughing. 

" I can easUy do that, for I bope you and 
mother will come to me for a while, anyway. 
l'd love to bave you! You know what I mean 
about Tisitors t It's tbese people that only seem 
to remember your existence dnring about three 
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months of the year — when the fruit ìs ripe and 
ìt's hot in the city — that I objeet to." 

At this point in theìr conversation, my ice- 
cream havìng come to ao end, I rose and left 
them — bnt their remarks stayed in my memory. 

People livìng in the country are net, as a mie, 
inhospitable ; on the contrary, hospitality is 
often one of their most conspicuous vìrtues. 
Sometimes it is abnsed by those that accept it 
— often, I firmly believe, as much throngh 
thoughtlessness as intent. Naturally, it is in 
the heat of summer that the minds- of dwellers 
in cities tum to the cool delights, the fresh 
aweetness of wood and field and river, and oft- 
times Mrs. Semi-detached cast» about in her 
mind for some convenientty-situated friend. 

" There is Mrs. Hundredakers," says she to 
herself, " she asked me to come and see her some 
time, when I met ber last winter at the Browna'. 
The children are ali home from school — I conld 
send Tom and Katie to their uncle's, and Mary 
conld come with me and help mind the baby. I 
think l'Il write to Mrs. H. and get her to aak 
ns." 

So a dlscreetly-worded, friendly epistle brings 
back a definite invitation from poor Mrs. Hnn- 
dredakers, who had scarcely counted upon her 
ragne words being so literally taken, and Mrs. 
Semi-detached, ber eldest girl and the baby leave 
for the country. They don't take their beat 
clothes, because it woald be foolìsh, and any- 
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thìng wìll do for the country; whereat their 
hostess is dìsappoìated, ob ske connted upoD her 
city visitors cnttiDg rather a dash. She knows 
they dress well in town, and resents the fact 
that Mrs. 6. is unaccompanied by her choicest 
attire when she cornea to vìsit ber. Hrs. 8. may 
not mean ìt as a slight ; may honestly consider 
it would be bad toste and ont ot place to flaunt 
her city flnery in a qulet country place. But 
let me teli her she nerer made a greater mis- 
take than in leaving her oi^andìe muslin and 
new silk dress at home — that ia, if she wishes to 
please her entertainers. People in the country 
expect to see sometbing rather fine on city folk, 
and a hostess, no matter how unpretentiously 
she may be garbed herself, likes ber visitors to 
do ber credit. You needn't wear yoar best tog- 
gery moming, noon and night — but take it witb 
you, pray take it with you! 

One is very apt to look forward to fresh fruit 
and T^etables galore, and an uniimited supply 
of new milk and cream on a farm, forgetting 
that, in the important business of getting the 
crops in in tbe spring, tbe planting of the garden 
is toc often a secondary consideration to the 
farmer, and, as regards cream, overlooking tbe 
fact tbat butter-making probabty furnishes tbe 
priacipal, if not only, pocket-money enjoyed by 
bis wife. Then tbe exigencies of country life 
are not realìzed by the like of Mrs. Semi- 
detached. She fails to understand the different 
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respect with which it is advisable to treat the 
" help " if ber mistress would continue to enjoy 
the pleaBure of that independent young person's 
society, the boon of ber assistance. 6he does 
not-know the extra worfe ber late breakfast 
involves, and what diplomacy bas to be employed 
by ber hostess to secnre fhe occasionai use of 
a borse to take ber driving. 8be bas no idea 
of the unearthly hours at which that bnsy 
woman rises in order to bave tlme to devote to 
ber guest later on in the day. Sbe takes it for 
granted that ber letters can be posted and ber 
mail called for regularly, and admits that sbe 
missea a daily paper. Sbe is net aware tbat 
her entertainers are making any special efForts 
on her bebalf — and as likely as not retnms home 
telling her city friends sbe is giad to get back 
to cÌTìIization once more — and forgetting to give 
her hostess anything but a disconcertingly am- 
biguons invitation to return the visit Is it any 
Tvonder tbat that worried woman breatbes a sigh 
of relief at ber departure, and determines to be 
more guarded in ber offers of hospitality in 
future? 

Then there are the people wbo bave little 
places just a short way out of town, withia 
drÌTìng distance, or just a step from the car 
Service. What a surfeit of visitors they often 
bave dnring the summer months! It is pleasant 
to bave your friends come cut wben your lawn 
is velvety, your rosea in bloom; wben you can 
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point with Hwelling pride to the most successfnl 
of vegetable garden», and lead them throagb 
orchards whose overhangÌEg branches are bor- 
dened with rich promise of luscioue tniit It is 
even gratifying to send them home laden wìtb 
toothsome remembrances of their outing, and 
great bunches of aweet-smelling flowers, but — 
when their visitationa are inyariably timed to 
coincide with the season of strawberries and 
cherriea, or plnms and the juicy grape, it Ì3 
naturai for the agricultnral heart to lose con- 
fldence in «aid acquaintances' dìsinterested 
friendship. Why don't they ever come during 
the dreary autumn, or visit you through the 
long winter, when you are shut in to a great 
extent, tìme hangs heayy on your hauds, and the 
society o( a friend would he a real pleasure? 
Though you may be glad to see them in summer, 
the mind is apt to dwell on these questione. 
And the only probable solution does not often 
poiat to that nnselfiah friendship that is so swcct 
to the human breast. 

To be aure, there are countless interchanges 
of hospitality between dwellers in town and 
country, delightful and satisfactory to both. I 
am only considering a few ideas that occurred 
to me in the light of the possible reasons for the 
self-protective policy dìsplayed by my frienda 
of the lunch-room. 
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A WAY OUT. 

" Mabt," said I, apropos ot soraething that 
had been disturbing mj mìod tor a coaple of 
days, "Mary, you remember Nan Winters — little 
Mrs. Brown? When I met ber the otber day I 
was sbocked to see tbe change in ber. She's a 
perfect wreck — old and baggard and ili, and bo 
nerrous-looking! Why, afae used to be the pie- 
ture of healtb and happiness — and always bo 
pretty, and smartly dressed!" 

Mary nodded. 

" Yon know I bave not seen ber since a few 
months after sbe married tbat handsome Jack 
Brown tbat we ali liked so mucb. He was 
wealthy, and sbe is likely to bave everytbing a 
woman wants. I cannot nnderstand ìt. I as- 
sure yon at first I scarcely knew her. Sbe said 
sbe bad not been ili. What's tbe trouble? Do 
yon know wbat makes her look like tbat?" 

I ^aw sbe did know, tbougb sbe wbm not qnick 
to reply. 

" What's the cause?" repeated I, after waitii^ 
a moment. 

Tbe answer came, slowly and deliberately, 
« Drink." 
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The nDexpectediiess of it, the shock of the idea, 
held me aìlent a space. 

" Drink ! Snrelj yon must be mistaken !" 
cried I, in horror. " I cannot believe Nan Wìd- 
ters could so lower herself ! Yon must be mad !" 

She listened to my remonstrances uamoved. 

" l'm not That's jnst what the trouble is — ■ 
whiskej !" 

" But, Mary," reasoned I, " what would she 
do it for? I might understand some poor crea- 
tare with terrible pain to bear, or in lonelìaesa, 
grief and despair, resorting to intoxicante to 
gain fancied Btrength, or oblìvion. But a woraan 
of reflnement — a good woman with a husband 
and child to consider, apart from ber own self- 
respectr-oh ! I cannot beliere it. Yon must be 
dreaming!" 

Mary remained sileni. 

" She used to be such a lovely girl, and gentle 
and affectionate — and if anyone ever were in 
love with a husband she was In Iotc with Jack. 
PooT man ! what a horrible thiog for him if what 
yon suggest is true. I am sorry!" 

Stili silence on Mary's part 

" But," continued I, at last, relnctantly ac- 
cepting the idea, " if she really does take too 
mnch it accounts for everythùig — ^her loss of 
interest in things, her falling off in looks, her 
nervous shrinking from old friends. I don't 
wonder she is ashamed to look people in the 
face. It is appalling! How any woman can so 
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lower herself, can be so lost to ali that Bhe slionld 
be as to tate to drink 1 Whaterer drove ber to 
it?" 

" Oh, blesa yen, ake doesn't drink, poor soul ! 
It'B ber bosband does the drinking," explained 
Mary, dryly. 

BvideDtIy sbe enjoyed the effect. It did take 
me aback in the Fall tìde of my diBapproval. 

" Oh !" was ali I found to say, aomewhat 
lamely, i( comprehensively, Bubsiding from my 
eloquence of disapprobation. 

"Gk> on," said Mary, encouragingly, "go on. 
Yen were saying, whìle you misnnderstood me, 
wbat a shocking, horrible tbing it was that sbe 
sbonld drink. Now that yon know that ber bus- 
band ìs the culpable person yon seem to bave 
quieted down suddenly. I don't see why. Are 
conditions net so bad as you thongbt tbem?" 

" Men do drink, and of conrse ìt is a great 
pìty tbey do, but somehow we are accustomed to 
it. It seems a more dreadful thing in a woman." 

"Why shouid it?" inqnired Mary. "A 
woman is less important than a man. Beaides, 
a great many men make every allowance for such 
a failing in themselves, tbeir friends and ac- 
quaintances — often it merely amuses tbem — so 
tbey ought surely to feel indnlgent towards theìr 
wÌTes in like circnmstances. On the other band, 
every nice woman is either disgusted, (rìghtened 
or saddened (or ali three) by the presence of a 
dmnken man. It is seldom indeed ahe can see 
8ff 
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tìie joke of it — never when a man slie loves ia 
making a fool of himself. Jack Brown, there, is 
miniDg hÌB healtb and wasting bis money. He 
]8 probabty killing Mmself, and certaìnly break- 
ÌDg bis wife's beart and meafaly robbing ber o( 
ali that could make life satisfying. He is one 
of tbose genial sonls, ' nobody's enemy bat bis 
own ' — and tbat of Uie woman wbo loves hìm. 
If 8h€ drank he migbt not raind it, migbt think 
it funny ! Wbo can teli? But to ber tbe worry 
of bis drinking i8 — well, you saw ber!" 

" Stili, everyone admits ìntemperance does 
Beem more disgraceful in a woman tbao in a 
man," submitted I, somewbat driven. 

" / do not," maintained sbe, atoutly. " If a 
woman takes to drink, aa a mie tbere ìb macb 
eicuae for ber. She ìb heart-broken, or gets into 
tbe habìt tbrougb seeking relief from pbysical 
paia, or bas lowered beraelf and seeks to deaden 
berself to tbe disgrace. It is nearly always 
some man's fanlt or sbe wonldn't do it. (€§3^- 
\ dian W Qmen rarely b ave that failin^^thank good- 

n^f^-^'^ ■ nMs!)" 

.[^ '" Wbat aboat tbe men that are driven to drink 
. j t K -' ^' ali for love of a woman '?" 

,- V. "^ « Oh, nonsense !" ejaculated Mary, nnfeelingly. 

" Do yoa think girls never fall in love, too, and 
can't get tbe man tbey want? They just bave to 
get over it. Some of tbem may pine away — but 
even in sucb circumstances doctors are apt to 
cali ìt consomption, dyspei»ia, lack of stamina, 
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and they don't get extra syrapathy. Prom ali 
one leams, a lovÌDg woman wìll Bubmit to ìafin- 
itely greater wronga from a selfish and unprin- 
cipled lover, who tums his back upon ber after 
sbe has giveo bim ber life, than man was erer 
called npon to bear at the banda of woman from 
unrequìted love. And she'll just creep away 
and bidè to try to escape people's 8com. Yon 
don't see her goìng around town drìnking to 
drown ber disappointments — and everyone mak- 
Ing excuses for ber and saying ' Poor fellow ! A 
little wild and diesipated, yes, bnt he's been 
badly treated by a girl.'" (Certainly Mary is 
net exact in her flgures of speecb, bnt sbe con- 
veys ber meanipg. ) " Bab ! I bare come to tbe 
coDclnsion that if a man is going to drink he'U 
drink anyway, and find some excase for it If 
he's rich it'a because be bas toc mucb money and 
idle time on bis bands ; if be's poor it's becanse 
be basn't an bour for wholesome recreation and 
is worried to death to make ends meet If be 
is a bachelor it's becanse tbe poor fellow bas 
no bome tiea to restrain bim — no loving wife 
waìting at home for bim ; if a married man, it's 
bis wife and bis load of family cares that drive 
bim to it. If he is weak they will teli you he 
takes it because he cannot witbstand temptation ; 
if strong, he indulges because he bnows it won't 
hurt bim and be cau give it up auy time he likes. 
If be's yonng be takes ìt be — " 

"But^ Mary, Mary, don't be too sweeping!" 
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interrupted I. " What about heredity? A man 
may Lave inherited a taste for alcoholic berer- 
ages and not be able to control bis appetite." 

"No doubt there are some such eases in both 
88X68," admitted sbe, " and tbej sbould be pitied 
and taken care of. Por my own part I woald 
as soon marry into cancer, conBumptioo, or aay 
otber form of beredìtary diseaee or insanity in 
tbe family, as bereditary dmnkenness. It is as 
likely to come ont aooner or later. At the same 
time it often strikes me as curious (wben yen 
bear tbis ' heredity ' plea) that tbe taint does 
not seem to follow the giris of a family like it 
does tbe boy». AH tbe sona of a family may 
drink like fish, and we find the daughters decent, 
Bober women. How is tbat?" 

" It may be tbey bave more self-respect — 
people would be down on tbem — tbey know tbey 
could hold no social position. Perbaps tbey feel 
tbeir brotbers and husbands migbt not like ìt in 
them," I suggested, dryly. 

" Yes, tbere's a good deal in that. If public 
opinion were jnst as much against men imbibing 
as it is against women doing so, and the weak- 
ness were looked upon as equally disgraceful in 
tbem, and tbey knew it, some of tbese bereditary 
ones migbt find Btrengtb to c^t aside tbeir in- 
heritance and to stop it before tbey begin. 
That's my opinion." 

Tbere was conriction in ber tone and sbe 
nodded ber head emphatically. 
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" Besides," parsued she, " look how scieoce 
and common prudence overcome tnbercular ten- 
dencj. Fresh air and wholesome food, take the 
patient away from nnfavorable sarroundings — 
and so on. If a man knows he is likely to 
derelop a weatness for alcoholic atimulants, the 
idea should he to treat him for ìt, just as if his 
lungs were weak. Let him keep away from the 
saloon and where he would he tempted. Let 
him take an interest in wholesome pleasares and 
the duties of life. Give him nourishing food, 
and don't let him get run down. We ali admit 
that ìf a man wìth weak lungs sat in dranghts, 
stood ont in the rain, lived in low, damp sor- 
roundings, he would die, probably, of consump- 
tion. Whereas ìf he took ali care of himself 
from the start he might spend a nseful life and 
live to be ninety." 

" Yes, that is tme enough," I agreed. " And, 
to go further with your illustration, the drinking 
man is a menace to his neighhors — just as from 
the unfortunate patient disease may spread. By 
hÌB infiuence and example he infects others who 
hot for him might never haye snccumbed, but 
bave been sober, steady citizens. The only dif- 
ference is that while disease may at times con- 
qner against our best eodeavors, it is within 
human power to cope with the other evil — to 
stamp the liquor traffic out, wìth ali its far* 
reaching miseries." 

We were silent for a space. 
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" There ìs an immense amoant of capital in- 
vested in breweries. There are a great number 
of people living in connection with stimulants," 
commented I, meditatively. 

" There would be plenty other work for people 
to tum to— business developments where capital 
coald be inyested beneflcially to ali. Why, it 
would pay the Government to set aside a fund 
to partially compensate those honest iuTestors 
wlio might really suflfer by the change. (Though 
if I choBe to put my money in a company manu- 
facturing somethìng I boew to be harmful, and 
we were stopped, I don't know who would com- 
pensate me.) The money it costa now to admin- 
ister the liquor laws every year, to build and 
maintain prisons, hospitals, pooivhonses, orphan- 
ages and luylums that are lai^ly filled with 
alcohol's TÌctims, would go a long way towards 
erening up things. Some way of adjustment 
could be evolved if people put their minds to it. 
A few mitlionaires who are making more money 
than ìb good for them would be poorer, but the 
country itself undoubtedly would be richer at 
the end of a few years in ali that goes to mate 
a Dation's greatness. As it is, we spend millions 
on education, park», playgrounda, pleasures for 
the people — and sanitariums — and consider it a 
good investment. The mass of the people are 
the ones to be eonsidered." 

"Perhaps. But," continued I, more lightly, 

" after ali, Mary, a woman takes a man ' for 
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better for worse, for richer for poorer,' you know. 
Of course, ahe always fondly thinks ìt will be for 
better, and usually bopes ìt will be for richer. 
But if be happen to tum out worse instead of 
better, and poverty and bad days come, she must 
be a good wife and try to make the best of her 
bargain." 

Mary was lìstening in a desultory way, but 
eTÌdently meutally following some idea of ber 
own, too. 

" Do you know wbat I think about that wed- 
ding service?" commented sbe, looking up. " It 
should be altered. Being poor is a tbiog a 
woman must face brarely. If one's husband 
bas smallpox or loses bis leg or breaks bis nose 
or goes blind, ìt's not bis fault, and one sbonld 
love bim ali the more — ^but if wìves must endure 
drunken husbands (or vice versa) it sbonld be 
incorporated in the marriage ceremony. If they 
made her promise to love, honor and obey 'for 
better for worse, for richer for poorer, for drunk 
or for sober,' she would then know wbat sbe 
was coming to. Until then I can sympathize 
with v/ivea resenting their lots when their hus- 
bands choose to take to drink, and with their 
feeling a dissatiafaction, a weigbt of disillusion, 
sorrow and disgrace sucb as crushes our friend, 
poor little Mrs. Brown." 

" I had no idea you felt so strongly od the 
flubjeet of intemperance, Mary," said I, consid- \ 



erìng her. 

101 



by Google 



OPINIONS OF MARY 



" Well, I do. Ali women who bave had any 
experience of life — who look around them — feei 
Btrongly. They may not run and joìn the 
W. C. T. U., nor any of these A. B. C. D. E. F. G. 
societies; tbey may even not he in sympathy with 
Bome of the methods employed by extremists in 
the temperance cause. Bnt if you can show me 
any thinking woman (there may be a few sbal- 
low, light-bearted fools who bave never had it 
brouj^t bome to them) who would not be thank- 
fui to see erery bar-room cloeed, every sonrce 
of temptation to excess removed, I sbould like 
to meet the lady!'* 

\ Mary's words express merely the views of a 
warm-bearted girl of quick sympathies and some 
shrewdness who looks with seeing eyes upon the 
world around ber — alive to the problems that 
beset bumanity, conscious of the sorrowa and 
anxieties encompassing many — thougb ber own 
life is care-free and those sbe loves are ali sbe 
could wish them. 

But what of those poor creatures who bave 
looked long with acbìng, hopeless eyes ìnto the 
dark abysses oC life; who bave drunk deep of 
the bitter waters of disappoìntment, dread, 
despair; who strlve to stay their starving souls 
by patient endurance and mueh forgiveness, 
wbere bope of the love and cherisbing that had 
been their promised portion is far bebind in the 
days of former thìngs? What of the one-time 
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proud and happy wivea, secure in the love they 
fondly trusted as ali that was manly, brave and 
tender, who in eorrow and humiliation have seen 
these attributes gradually disappear from their 
husbands' characters before the inroads of intem- 
perate habìts — wives who have berne ill-starred 
children, in what dejection and misery of mind 
and body only themselves can know — too often 
alone, as far as comfort and clierishìng were 
concerned, when most they needed support and 
considera tion? What of the mothers who have 
seen the sweet bahiea they nursed, the youths for 
whom later they fondly hoped great thinga, 
anatched np in a whirl of dìssipation, or over- 
maetered and lowered by that insidious appetite 
that numbs and deadens moral senee and kills 
ambition? What of the sisters wbose unselfish- 
ness and pleadings have gone for naught; the 
daughters, anxioua and ehamefaced, where 
respect and honor shonld have been a worthy 
parent's portion? What of families disgraced 
and impoverished, of hungry children growing 
np to crime in squalid or blightìng surronnd- 
ings? What of the pitiable spectacle of help- 
less old age, destitnte, forBaken, forlorn? And 
what of the wretehed inebrìates; bmtalized, en- 
slaved, bound with the tetters themaelves have 
riveted, sinking ever deeper into a hell of their 
own making? 

It happened net long ago that the heart of a 

woman was laid bare to me — a woman whom I 

108 



by Google 



OPINIONS OF MARY 



had seen going ber amiling waj — ratlier delicate 
and at tìmes making ber Iiealth an escuse for 
the non-appearaiice of herself or husband where 
they were expected, but always apparently ad- 
miring and satisfied as far as he waa concemed, 
and serenely unconscious of his heavy-eyed condi- 
tion and the frequent lapses from gobriety which 
weire plaìn to theìr acquaintancea. Some of the 
younger women eyen said occasionally, *' Some- 
body really ought to teli her," but I bave noticed 
older ones merely study ber witb quiet faces. 
We went to scbool together, but since ber mar- 
riage a less degree of ìntimacy bas been ours. 
Sbe is a retirìng, bome-loving woman, devoted 
to her children. Hitherto sbe bas taken no 
prominent part in assocìatìons, clnbs, or even 
the good Works that women undertake for ebarit- 
able purposes. Therefore I heard witb surprìae 
the otber day that abe had come out boldly as 
an advocate of votes for women. 

It was wben I asked her atout this, during 
an bour we spent togetber, that suddenly sbe 
cast aside reserre and spoke of ali that had led 
to ber adoption of the plea. And I write it 
down bere, for, said sbe to- me, " Make any use 
you like of my words. People will not know / 
am the one in your mind, and, for that mattar, 
If my decision could be of any use in helping 
other troubled women to see and make use of a 
posirible way out, I would gladly sacriflce my 
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own feelinga and openly epeak of wbat is my 
conviction." 

But that wonld do no good — nor would I 
dream of identìfying her with her heart story. 

" My husband drinks," saìd she, quietly. 
" Yon know ìt. I suppose everyone does know 
it, thougli I have tried my best to keep it hidden. 
(I could not bear pity. Until lately I have 
hoped against hope that he would yet give it up. ) 
He drank before we were married, but I was not 
aware of it His people did not teli me. If 
they had it might have been wiser, for he gave 
it up for a few months when we were first mar- 
ried, and had I known the danger of his sinking 
into the habit again I would have been prepared. 
Perhaps I might have had ìnfluence, while bis 
love for me was fresh upon him, to have per- 
suaded him to persevere in putting it aside. 
Looking back, I think he had it in his mind to 
put selfishness aside and to be the man I 
believed him. When he b^an takìng spirita 
again I did not like to appear narrow or to cnrb 
his freedom. He began moderately. He assured 
me ìt was no real temptation to him, he conld 
take it or leave it alone. ' Surely I would not 
wish him one of those temperaace moUycoddles 
who would Bit and drink water at a dinner.' 
He would be ' a man amongst men.' A woman 
is only too willìng and proud to believe that her 
bnsband Is strong and wise and to be traated 



by Google 



OPINIONS OF MARY 



in ali tliings. I buBhed m; fears 

When I realized the danger it was upon U8. 

" I have heard uneducated working-women 
speak of ' him,' and maìntain that he was a good 
man to them wheu he was aober. It used to 
seem so ìnconceivably pathetic — but I have come 
to nnderstand! . . . My husband ìa by 

nature and education a man of refinement, 
breedìng, abillty. Honorable, generous-hearted, 
just to ali, and tender as a woman to those he 
loved, bis unselfisbness and cheerful temper, bis 
high coarage and seeming strength of character, 
made h!m like a king amongst men to me. . . 
. . Bat one dninken man is mnch the same 
as another. The qualìtìes of intellect that eie* 
vate mankind above the brute creation are gone, 
the primeval savage sbows tbrougb in one form 

or another He is better than many. 

. He doesn't beat me. It may be 
because I never argue with him now wben he is 
the worse for liquor. What ie the use of rea- 
soning with an insane creature? And when he 
is over it he forgets bow he has acted and is nice 
to me again — and I haven't the beart to be barsb 
to him, poor darling! Tou cannot nnderstand 
tbat, I aee, but when you are married you wìU 

understand better He is not by any 

means always dmnk, but ìs scarcely ever reaUy 
sober. I see the poìson robbing him of ambition, 
self-respect, bis sense of duty to tbose around 
him. He has deteriorated in every way — spirit- 
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ually, mentally and physìcally — and is fast be- 
coming the reverse of anything I wonld bave 
chosBD to marry. Tet in some unreaaoning way 
be seems to tbink I sbould love and respect bim 
as mucb as ever, and feels injured and abosed 
at tbe loss of sometbing he mieses in my attitnde 
towards bim. He complains tbat tbe cbildren 
turn to me instead of rttnning to bim with their 
little intereste. I do love bim stili, but — ah me! 
To feel tbat sometbing you thonght to rest your 
heart on is not there! To realize wbat bappi- 
ness and peace might be yours if he were only 
as Qod meant him to be, and to know yourself 
robbed of ìt by a rivai so mucb barder to con- 
tend with thaa any human influence conld be! 
To bave espended every effort of tendemess, 
pleading, reasouing and indìgnation in vain! — 
It is bitter, bitter! Tbe absolute loneliness of 
spirit, tbe consciousuess of bcing in a way bam- 
pered and trammelled and bouud by Fate-— belp- 
lesa to do aught but look on at tbe min of sdì 
tbat makea life worth living for any of uh! 
It makes one desperate! Pray Heaven tbat you 
may never know from personal esperience wbat 
it is to marry a drunkard!" 

Tbe force of ber feelings bad gradually mas- 
tered ber, but presently she spoke again with 
composnre tbat made no bìd for pity — sìmply 
stated facts. 

" It Ì8 hard for a refined, sensitive woman to 

bave to sleep beslde a soddeu, snorlng creatore, 
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reeking with the fumé» of alcohol, and jet, after 
hours of aasioas waiting, I bave lielped my 
poor, stupefled hnsband to bed whea he stag- 
gered bome, and thankfally crept dose beside 
bis fevered forni — grateful for the mere animai 
warmth that sootbed mj sbiverìng body and 
overwrought nerves — able to rest at last because 
I knew where be was. Often I was ili and suf- 
fering and in need of attention, but I might bave 
died in the night and he would not bave known 
ìt — be that is sympathy itself even yet if my 
head achee, when be is sober; though with a few 
glasses in him I admit he is most nnsympathetic. 
He is neglecting bis business and wasting bis 
money — though that is the least part of ìt to 
me. My children will be beggars .... 
and bow can I train them as they should be 
trained? .... Hedidloveme. He would 
be ali I desire stili if the temptatiou (wbich he 
is not strong enongh now to resist if be would) 
couid be kept out of bis way. His judgment is 
weakencd, and tbis matt«r he cannot re^rd from 
a sane standpoint. He tells me be doesn't drink 
and that I am crazy on the subject. It would 
be amusing to listen to bis impressive, lurcbing 
elaboration of dignity in denial of his obTÌoua 
condition when he can searcely speak, if it were 
not so heart-breaking — my own busband !" 

I found no worda to break the saddened pause 
that held ber for a few moments. Bhe roused 



108 



4 



by Google 



A WAY OUT 



" And this brings me at last to the reason of 
mj joining the Canadian Suffrage Àssociation," 
said 8he, retnrning to her ordinary voice and 
manner. " I bave had to teli you how lìfe looks 
to me, to ezplain mj posìtion. I want a vote. I 
want to go rigbt back of al! this nonsense of 
women's societies for urging and approving 
moral reforms (good enough, certainly, in their 
way, but immature and futile — like 'scotching 
the snake but not killing it'). I would secure 
for myself and other women the power of doing 
sometbing, instead of ali this empty talk, in deal- 
ing with the evils of the liquor traffic. I would 
bave sometting tangible, that will carry some 
weight. There is at best so mucb suffering in 
the world that must he borne, that surely man- 
kind will soon come to see the desirability of 
removing the great burden of sorrow, poverty 
and crime directly and indirectly laid upon 
humanJty by the legalized trade in poison. I 
do not blame the poor creaturcs that make ehìp- 
wreck of their lives. It is the legislation that 
is at fault. If uniTersal suffrage prevailed, and 
ali the present societies of women who in their 
hearts are in favor of temperance combined to 
uphold temperance candidates and measures, do 
you think it would take long to impress the legis- 
lators with the knowledge that they must act — 
and act quickly and firmly — to suppress the evil? 
Talk about the labor vote or the lìquor vote, the 
women's vote would be a power to sway where 
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their hearts and homes were concerned! — and a 
great deal liarder to round tip bj politicians. 
Even a few hundred votes would bave a weight 
with Parliament that a petìtion half a mìle long 
and signed by a million women under existìng 
clrcumstances will never command. I cannot 
understand wby tbe W. C. T. U. does not grasp 
tbe sitnatioQ, realize tbe wortb of a solid vote 
and work for that, Instead of spending tbem- 
selvea in ali tbìs moral suasion alone. To be 
advocating Bigbt is excellent, but, as Bome one 
eays, Might behind Bigbt is wbat will make 
tbingg move. 

" Women bave begged, reasoned and implored 
on this Bubjeet of temperance long enough. 
My own appeals to my husband's affection, 
better judgment, justìce, manliness — my prayers 
to God tbat be migbt be sbown tbe foolish- 
ness, selflsbness and wickedness of drinking 
to exeesa and be turned from it to sane and 
wortby living — ^bave seemingly gone unheard. 
But lately it bas come to me ( probably 
tbrougb tbe agency of tbose very prayers I 
tbongbt unanswered — the answer to prayer 
comefl in so many different waya!), it bas 
come to me tbat tbe power to regniate tbese 
evils tbat distresa uà lies to our band if we only 
knew enougb to stretch ont and grasp it — the 
possession of tbe franchise vested in women as 
well as men, and intelligently used for tbe be^ 
terment of humanity, the suppression of vice. 
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So I shall advocate votes for women, as being 
the most likely and reasonable way o( attaining 
social conditions that women desire." 

I listened with surprise to the strong convic- 
tion and eYidence of much thought that showed 
in her manner. 

" For instanee," illustrated she, preeently, 
" if you saw one you loved (or even an entire 
atranger) taking something you fenew to be poi- 
son, you wouldn't sit back and appeal to bis 
love for you, or (ali apon your knees and pray 
the Lord to convince him of the danger of the 
thing and strengthen him to resìst temptation; 
or speak to someone to go and ask someone to 
see somebody influential abont doiug something 
eometime r^^rding the matter, wouid you? 
You might pray, to be sure, but also you would 
be ap and doing. You would know he was in 
no conditioa to be jadge of bis actions. You 
would feel there was no time to waste in calling 
distant assistance. You would most likely dash 
forward and take the poison from him and put 
it where he couldn't get it — or put him where 
he couid be cared for until he carne to a saner 
mind, wouldn't you? And people would think 
yon acted sensibly. 

" The Lord helps those that help themselvea. 

If the worried women whose husbauds, brothers 

or sons drink, and fili their lives with misery 

and humiliation, the women who live throngh 
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days of uncertainty and dread, who lìsten with 
strained Benses far into the night — longing for, 
yet dreading, the sonnd of stnmblmg footsteps — 
thankfnl when they may lay them down to 
rest (?), at least knowing where the poor was- 
trels are; if these women once rsalized that the 
franchise would give them opportunity to for- 
ward each legislation as would greatly lessen or 
remove the suffering caused by the present liquor 
traffic, I cannot think it would he long before 
their united voice would ÌDBÌBt npon that right. 
It seems to me the way out. You may say that 
women are net ali in favor of temperance, that 
some women drink. I know it. But in the 
main, women's induence ìb admittedly (or the 
betterment of humanity. There is a great wave 
of temperance sentiment abroad in the world. 
Even China Las awakened and is busily engaged 
in fighting the evils amongst her population — 
the greatest reform being that the consumption 
of opium has been forhidden. Men are realizing 
the necessity for the curbing of national evils, 
and an ìncreasing number of our best citizens 
are working with that object in view. Let these 
men join in urging that women be gìven voting 
power, if they desire willing helpers to enable 
them to carry much-needed reforms. As it is, 
they gladly welcome our mora! support. But 
are not women trying to make hricks without 
Straw?" 
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Thi8 Ì8 what ehe said. It seem» to me that 
her contention is a reasouable and practical one. 
Her dignifled selt-control, ber lack of idle bewail- 
ìng, her simple statement of sad facts and of ber 
search for some way of meeting and percbance 
overcoming the difficulties tbat beaet ber lite, 
made a deep impression on me, and tbrew one 
more lìgbt npon the snbject of woman's help- 
lessness regarding conditions that most nearly 
concerò her. A reserred, sensitive and proad 
woman suffers mach before she lets the world 
see it Many, like m; friend, are enduring be- 
cause they can see no way of curing. But edn- 
cation Ì8 abroad, and discredit should not attach 
to a aensible and pn^ressive movement, becanse 
a few possibly ill-advised and militant exponents 
of the idea bave broii^ht ridicule npon thelr 
methods of securing attention. In every great 
movement tbere are those excitable ones who 
go to extremea — tbe frotb, as it were, of the 
strong cnrrent that gathers volnme and pres- 
ently flows on smoothly. I can qaite understand 
a quiet, sensible woman, with family intereats, 
desiring the privilege of a vote for the one pnr- 
pose only, and not caring to meddle otherwise in 
politicai ìssaes. If tbe consensus of adolt opin- 
ion ìb that the liquor laws are right as now in 
force, tbe fact of women having votes will mate 
little dìfference in the matter. 

If, as is stated by statistìcians, one-tbird of 
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the pauperism ìd Christian countries is dae to 
alcohol ; one-fourth of ali the insane are TÌctims 
of alcohol ; two-fifthB of the ahandoned and n^- 
lected chìldren bave a rìght to blame alcohol for 
their plight; half the convìcts and four-fifths 
of the inmates of onr jails and workhouses were 
sent there by alcohol ; if for every hundred vic- 
tims of consumption the deaths due to alcohol 
monnt into the thousands, it — well, it reminds 
one somewhat of famine, war and pestilence, 
doea tt not? 

It has been said we cannot make men sober 
by Act of Parliament Perbaps not. But cer- 
tainly we can remoTe temptation from the path 
of the weak, and can see that our growing chìl- 
dren are not inured to the sight and knowledge 
of approved trading in intoxicating drink». It 
may he that those of the present generation who 
are determined to satisfy their appetite» wìll 
always find some way of doing so — but the more 
difficult it is made for them the batter for al!. 
The nest generation will grow np with a dif- 
ferent outlook. Prevention is better tban cure. 
The hole very often makes the thief. I notice 
that in the model prayer, " Lead us not into 
temptation " comes before " Deliver us from 
evil." If a working-man had not to pass so 
many bandsomely-appointed, warm, light and 
alluring establishments for dìapensìng alcoholic 
beverages on his way, there wouid be more like- 
lihood of his reaching home with his money in 
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his pocket and his intellect clear, A suceeed- 
ing generation would not so easilj fall into bad 
liabits if less temptation lay abottt their patb. 
Enyironment does more for us than heredlty. 
The love of drink is an acquimi taste, net a 
naturai craving. Good food, wholesome plea- 
snres, right surroundings, are the elementi that 
nonrish the human body, as earth, air and mois- 
tare develop the plant 
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XV. 
•TWAS EVER THUS. 

You bave Been those amusing — to the on- 
lookers — enconnters between people who would 
bave willingly altered their courae to the extent 
of a block or two to avoid the necefisit^ of not 
seeing each other had they perceived the ap- 
proaching bète noir in time. 

The other moming from my window I ob- 
Bcrved, on the other side of the way, two prettj 
matrona whom I had kDown as ìnseparable 
friends approachìug from opposite directions. 
I eipected to see them stop and speat, but to my 
BQTpTÌse "when Mrs. A. — perhaps we'd better cali 
her — saw Mra. B. coming she suddenly dereloped 
a vivid and absorbing interest in the contenta 
of the nearest shop window (a flour and feed 
store), which necesaitated ber stopping to es- 
amine the objects displayed (a bag of flour and 
some oats and borse medicine) closely and care- 
fnlly. At the same moment the attention of 
Mrs. B. was attracted by an express wagon in 
the road, which she scmtiDized as eamestly as 
if sbe expected to recognize in the driver a pei^ 
sonai friend, or to discover in the Ioad one of 
ber owD tranks being surreptitionsly conveyed 
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to an ill^al destinatìon. That Tehicle was o( 
Buch consuming interest that she had eyes for 
nothing else. She was well past before Mrs. A.'s 
unusaal concerà in food for man and beast 
flagged and sbe was able to tear herself awaj 
trom tbat fascinatìng window and rasarne ber 
journey. Of courae, if the attention of each had 
not been momentarily distracted they would 
bave had to bow — or ignore each otber. As it 
was they didn't bappen to see each other, whìch 
was dìscreet and leares ajar the door of a ptffl- 
BÌble reconciliation. 

" I thon^t Mrs. A. and Mrs. B. were bosom 
frienda," said I to my friend when sbe carne in 
later, " bnt they don't seem to he very gusbing, 
judging from the wide beriJi they gare each otber 
this mornìng. Do you know what the tronble 
is?" 

" Oh, didn't yon bear?" aaid Mary. " They 
took a Bummer cottage tt^etber thia stunmer." 

" Ah !" exclaimed I, comprehensively. 

" Yes," went on ahe, " they live next door to 
each otber in town, and bave alwaya been rery 
intimate. Their busbands were great frienda, 
too — grew np together, and ali that, yon know. 
Well, one day earìy this snmmer they took a 
trip ont to Long Branch, and they were jast 
charmed with the place. There happened to be 
a most deairable cottage to rent, and as their 
families were small and the cottage rather large 
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they concloded that the very tbing to do was 
to take it together. People hinted to them that 
it wonldn't do, they'd quarrel before the Beason 
was over — bat they laughed the su^^tion to 
scom. To tbink that they, who knew one 
another so well aud agreed in so many of tbeir 
ideas aud tastes, wouid not get ou well together 
for a few short montbs! The idea was really 
too comica!. So they took the cottage." 

" And thìs Ì8 the naturat result?" 

"Wait till I teli yon about it; it really Ìb 
funny," said my friend, wbo doesn't like to bave 
ber storie» shortened. 

" They had very basiness-lìke arrangements. 
One woQld take ber cook, the other a nurse — tbe 
housekeeping expenses wonld be sbared equally. 
Part of tbe famishings would be takeo out by 
one family and part by the other. They would 
bave a pony carriage and tbe use of a cow. The 
husbands could come into town together every 
moming and out again at night, and everything 
would be lovely." 

"And when they had been out tbere a few 
weeks," continned I, as Mary paused to take 
breath, " they found out that tbeir views abont 
what was neeessary for the table, for instance, 
were entirely at variance. Mrs. A.'a busband 
liked porridge and toast for breakfast, while 
Mr. B. expected beefsteak and hot. roUs — and so 
on. Mrs. A-'s baby always cried when Mrs. B.'s 
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infant had been at last coaxed to sleep. And 
when the A. baby slept after hours of fretfulness 
and ìts tired motber was thankfally resting, the 
B. childrea carne shriekiog and screaming nnder 
the wìndow like little banslieeH and woke ìt ap. 
Theo Mra. B.'s nurse utterly refused to have 
aDythìug to do wìth Mr», A.'s childrea, aad the 
cook annoanced that she ' wasu't a-goìng to bave 
no two miasuses a-bossing ber,' and presentlj 
left. Mrs. A.'b Willie developed a fondness for 
thnmping Marjorie B. over the head with bis 
sand-shorel — and Marjorie, defending herself 
with proper spirit and ber tin pail, had to be 
corrected. A snspicìon arose in Mrs. A.'s mind 
that a fair division of the cream dìd not fall to 
ber family, and Mrs. B. eonsidered it jnst a 
trifle thonghtless of the A.'s to invite so many 
vìsitora ont from the city. The busbands beard 
the various tales of woe, and of course took no 
notiee of them, bat presently had a few words — 
over the borse or sometbing of that kind, per- 
haps. Abont a month before they had ìntended 
returnìng to town, Mrs. A. found Mra. B. so 
disagreeable that she gatbered together ali ber 
things and left for home. This Mrs. B. deeply 
resented, and when they carne to straigbtening 
ont their housekeeping acconnts before she went, 
the nnpieasantness culminated in an open qnar- 
rel, and they never wish to have anything to do 
with each other again. Tbat's about bow ìt was, 
isn't it?" 

lld 
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" Why, ycB," admitted Mary, in a pozzled way. 
" But how did yon know?" 

How does anyone of observation know wbat 
happena when two families join forces on sum- 
merìng beot? Let the long list of broken friend- 
Bhips that ia pasted in the scrap-book of one's 
memory answer. To my certaìn knowing, an 
ialand in Muakoka is the lonely grave of an affec- 
tion that had cemented two families for years. 
It waned and died over who had the beat right 
to the boat. Lake Simcoe's shores are haunted 
by the ghost of a dead frìendship, a friendahìp 
that had liTcd and floariahed through good 
report and evU and that time only strengthened 
— bnt it withered and perished miserably as the 
reault of an anfortanate attempt ita owners 
made to keep honse together one aummer. And 
don't I remember the yoang matron who for her 
baby'a sake took a cottage on the Island and, 
being lonely, persnaded two school friends of 
hera and Ùieir widowed mother to share the 
house witb ber? They ali mìght bave known 
better. The little matron dreamed of quietness 
and peace and nothiag to disturb the preciona 
babj's rest. The girla naturally beld riewa in 
which yoang men and langhter and singing and 
a banjo on tbe verandah in the evenings formed 
a promìnent part The butcher and baker and 
many things weakened the attachment between 
the friends, but it was the banjo, I think, that 
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dealt its death-blow. Yea, ezperìeace pointa to 
the fact that tbe most elaboratdj-bnilt and 
firmly-baBed atractore of friendahip ìs almoat 
certain to topple and fall before the andermining 
effects of the many small anuojances encoan- 
tered io the endeaTor of two families to live 
ander one roof . 
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XVI. 
THE PHOTOGRAPHER'S ART. 

" 1 HAVE had sucb a diaappomtment," Mary 
told me, doIefuUy, the other day. 

" In what way?" inquired I, going on with my 
work. (Sometimes Mary's diaappointmeute are 
serìous, and theu again they are not of safflcient 
magnitude to waste one's depth of sympathy 
apon — and yoa never qnite know at first whìch 
kind she ìb airing. ) " Yod bave not been disap- 
pointed in lore, I hope." 

"Well, very nearly that l've been bitterly 
disappointed in a lover, but," sbe went on after 
pausing a moment to tborougbly enjoy my 
startled glance, " fortunately not my own — he's 
Edith Mayne's loyer. You remember when she 
was in Montreal last winter she got engaged, 
and we bave been hearing of nothing but * Tom's * 
perfectìons ever since. He's np bere now, and 
to-day I met bim." 

" And don't you like bim?" 

" Oh, he seems a nice enougb fellow — it's bis 
appearance that gave me a shock." 

" Wby, l've seen bis pbotograph and he seemed 
a very handsome man." 

" That's just what I thonght. Bnt you 
remember the picture was only of bis head and 
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ahonldera, and he wore a hai My dear, bis fea- 
tares are good enoogh, but he ìb only about five 
feet high, as broad as he is long, and has no haìr 
on bis head. I sappose Edith loves hìm and 
natnrally tbinks him beautiful — but I was net 
prepared, and it gave me a shock." 
" I believe sbe did teli uà he was a trifle bald." 
" But if you coutd see bis head ! And yet the 
photograph is like him too. After thìs l'il nerer 
pnt entire faitb in the pbot<^apher'B Tergion 
of any man." 

One does occasionally experience disillusions 
and surprises of the natnre of Mary'a. Of ali 
the arts tbe pbot<^raphìc art ia perhapa the 
most artful, and tbe more artful tbe pbotog- 
rapher tbe better he is considered. He tries to 
teli the tmth — but it ia. not necessary to teli 
ali the truth. Withìn his limitations it would, 
in fact, be quite impossìble to gire a full explana- 
tion of the matter in ali ita bearìngs. Then why 
not present to os a few pleasing fìicta, leaving 
tbe partìculars to be filled out by the imagina- 
tion? 

He has discovered that people very rarely 
object to flnding the presentment of tbemselvea 
more pleasing than tbeir mìrrora would lead 
them to beliere, ao it is bis aim to bury defects 
and bring out bidden beauties — to show us to 
tbe very beat advantage. " Beauty ia only skin 
deep " is not by any means a faTorìte maxim of 
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his; he knows the fallacy of it He searcbea 
deeper than that; he goes beneath the Bnrface. 
And tbe plaÌQ girl witb moderate features and 
worse than no complexion surprisea us by her 
regalar beauty, while her pretty pink and white, 
golden-haìred sister appeara to be a snub-nosed, 
washed-ont individnal wìth no eyebrows. Tbat 
is the ouly thìng I object to in the photographer. 
AH bis kind seem to bave ao unreasonable and 
nndyìng hatred and prejndice as far aa the fair 
girl is coneemed, and with one accord utterly 
refnae to do ber common justìce. In the biased 
eye of the camera she is evidently a very dif- 
ferent-looking creature from what she is in the 
eyes of tbe general pnblic. l'm sorry for the 
fair girl ; she is wronged. 

Sometimes wben an acqaaìntance whose 
charms are not visible to us by the naked eye 
beams ont in smiliog beauty from the card, we 
are tempted to doubt the truthfulness of the 
artist's " Tersion," as Mary designates it. Bnt 
then we ali know how much depends npon the 
ligbt in whicb you consìder any snbject — the 
point of view you take. To the photographer's 
credit we must admit tbat he generally takes a 
very charitable TÌew, and the beat obtainable 
light beìng a requirement of his, naturally — ^well, 
a good many somewbat nnattractive subjects are 
seen at their best. 

New and then, however, yon meet with a man 

who aeems to take an inhuman Joy in adorning 
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yonr pictured form wìth monstrous and nnique 
featnres tbat reali; are not yours — bulging uose 
or crooked mouth, exaggerated hands or uncom- 
moQ feet. He is generally met with in rural 
districte, and ;ou can escape hìm by remaining 
near the centres of cìrilizatioD. 

I don't for a moment blame a bald man (or 
suppressing the (act bj beìng pictared in his 
hat, or a woman with a donble cbìn for raiaing 
her face nntil the objectionable appendage dis- 
appears; and it is not the fault of a red-haired 
man that jou conclnde from hìa pictnre tbat be 
is Ter? dark, and are amazed apon meeting bim 
to dìscover ttkat he has a geranium-colored beard. 
Not at ali. Bnt after a few snrpriseB of this kind 
the imagìnatiTe mind is apt to dwell upon possi- 
bilitìes. YoQ may find yourself speculatìng, 
when you go tbrough an album of unknown 
people, as to wbether the girl witb long eye- 
lasbes who is sentimentally gazìug down at a 
flower in her hand does it to show the lax- 
nriance of her atrong poìnt or becanae ahe bas 
a cast in her ^es. Yon wonder ìf that flne- 
looking man in profile has too generous and 
widespread ears to be taken full face. A fear 
Comes to yon that possibly the handsome woman 
gazing straight at yon, mìght derelop an enorm- 
onsly prominent or tumed-up nose did she tum 
her face. You are haunted by an nneasy dread 
that the pretty girl who tums ber dain^ head, 
seemingly to attract attention to the shape of a 
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particalarly gracefal neck, may have a mole od 
ber other cheek — or onlj one eye. And really 
silice " Tom's " figure has turned out so badly, I 
b^n to find myself always wondering, when 
shown a handsome head and sbonlderg, what dis- 
appointment Inrks in the rest of the man — if bis 
1^8 may be short and Bemi-circular or bis toes 
tnmed in. 

But blessìngs on the photographer, he can stay 
the band of Time. Wrinkles and crowsfeet be 
obUterates with ease. The removal of ten ob- 
nosions years is as notbing to bim. He has 
been known to fili ont the hollows of waning 
cheeks. And freckles are as the moming mist 
before the snn of bis retouching power. 
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ONE KIND OF GIVING. 

" Deab me !" said Mrs. Giventake, " how time 
flìes! To tbink of Christmas being odIj about 
a week off ! And a hundred and flfty things one 
OQght to attend to before theo, too. l'm tbat 
busy I don't know whicb way to tom. Are yoa 
giving many Christmas presents this year?" 

" Well, net as many as nsnal ; I really can't 
afford it, and it always seems to me that this 
empty giving of presents just because people ei- 
pect it of yoa and it's the castom is a mistake. I 
tbink present-giving should be the spontaueons 
ontpouring of affection or gratitade, and not a 
tax lerted oq us by the season, an empty es- 
change of compliments," retamed Mrs. Samy, 
in the tone of one who realizes the weakness of 
surrounding hamanity. 

" Jnst exactly what I think and what l've 
often said ! Toa know, I cannot understand this 
business-like idea of giving just to see what yoa'll 
get in retam — like some people do. I don't see 
how they can be so mercenary," 

"Nor I either. I coaidn't do it The cal- 
cnlating, mean spirit some people show in be- 
Btowing their gifts where they will bring most 
retam is abominable. Ther^s Mra. Orabber; 
I met ber down-town to-day bayìng an expensÌTe 
1>7 
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dressing-gown for that rich old uncle of here. 
She'd bave done better to give it to ber brother- 
ÌD-law who has been ili bo long — I bear thej are 
just starving — ^but be couldn't give ber anytbing, 
and sbe expects old Monej-bags to sabstaii- 
tially remember every chìid in ber family. H 
he T^ere as mean as John's anele ìt's very little 
they'd get from bìm. He'a the one tbat tnowB 
how to bang on to bis coppers ! He hardly ever 
gÌTes the cbildren a thìng at Gbristmas — and we 
ali give him nice presents every year. Not tbat 
l'm mercenary, yon know; bnt ìt's only sensible 
to please him if one can. He conld do so mnch 
for the boys ; and he'U bave to leave bis money 
to someone before many years are past. Old 
enrmudgeon ! l'd a good deal rather spend tbe 
money on poor old grandpa, he's so fond of my 
cbildren. Bnt tben it's no nse talkìng, you can't 
do everytbing — and grandpa knows we ali love 
him." 

" Yes," agreed Mrs. Giventake, r^retfnlly, " it 
seems too bad tbat one can't afford to give to 
everyone one wouid like to do sometbing for. 
There's poor old Cousin Jane, she's been awfully 
good to me. I send for her first tbing when any 
of US are sick, and abe always will take chai^e 
of the cbildren if I want to go anywbere, or 
help me oat with the sewing. I wìsb I coald 
give ber sometbing really nice, but I dou't see 
bow I can. Tbere are so many people one ìs 
obliged to remember. That flve-o'clock tea cover 
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tor mj husbaud's mother has coBt me ever bo 
mach more than I tbought it woiild — she giveB me 
BO manj bandsome tbinga I bave to give ber some- 
tbing really nice — and my sister's children get 
such a namber of lovelj gifts from tbeir 
fatber's people tbat we bave to spend a lot of 
money on tbem or tbey don't think anytbing of 
what you gìve tbem. Spoìled yoongstere they 
are I So different from Mary's cbildren. A few 
cbeap toyg will satìatj tbem. It's just stmck 
me l'il gire Jane tbat plaid dress lengtb my 
motber-in-law gave me two years ago {I wisb 
Bbe had better taste). l'U never wear tbe ngly 
tbing, and it will make Jane a nice, serviceable 
dress — it's a pity green doesn't soit ber better, 
but I can't help tbat. It will be a good, hand- 
some present." And sbe gave a little sigb of 
satìsfaction in the settlement of tbat question. 

" Wbat are yon going to give your busband, 
Mrs. Giventake?" 

" l'm not qnite aure," responded that lady, 
donbtfally. " I wisb I could be qnite certain 
what he intends gÌTing me. l've been bintìng 
for tbe last six montbs tbat I want a new dinner- 
set, but mesi are so obtuse. If I conld be snre 
of tbe dinner-set l'd give bim a sbaving-stand, 
for l've qnite a lot of money saved up, and 
it woald look nice in tbe room ; bat I mnst bave 
tbe dinner-set, and if he isn't going to get me 
one l'il bave io buy it myself and pretend it's a 
present for him. l'm bound to bave it anyway." 
9 139 
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"That's a good idea," laaghed Mra. Samj, 
"bnt it Ì8 Bo annojing," she went on more 
graveìj, " that one doeso't know beforebaod. 
ÌNow last year I vas as eare as Bare tbat John 
InteDded giving me a new black eilb, so I got 
him a pair of gold sleeve-Iinks and a new mnf- 
fler. And woald 70U believe it! The mean fel- 
low had nothing for me bat a rocking-chair. I 
WEH that disappointed I couid have cried. l'il 
he eren with him this jear, thongh; l'm juat 
going to get a new hat-rack for the hall and pre- 
tend it's a handsome present for him to use 
hangìng his bat and coat on. The rocking-chaìr, 
indeed ! We needed it for the sitting-room any- 
waj. I do hate people to get you somethìng 
useful or that they want tbemselves — ali the 
time letting on it'a a present for yon." 

" Yes," assented Mrs. Giventake, dreamily, her 
mìnd erldently yet dwelling upon the dinner- 
set. " Do you know, l'm almost sure he'U get 
it, and I would like to giva him some nice hand- 
kercbiefs and a new nmbrella. I anppose," with 
the air of one to whom a bright idea bas 
occnrred, " I eould bave the umbrella sent home 
the day before Cbriatmas, and then if the dishes 
didn't materialize I needn't say anything aboat 
it, and send it back od Saturday to change for 
eomething else for myself." 

" Are you going to bave many for dìnner on 
Christmas day?" presently asked Mrs. Samy. 

" Yes, the wbole erowd. Isn't it a nuìsance? 
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That's the worst of marryìng into a large fam- 
ily. I don't mind my own people, but John 
insists on having bis relations this year. There 
wiU be sixteen altogether, and my cook's rag^ng. 
ni bave to give ber nearly everytbing there is 
in the house to keep her in a decent temper or 
sbe'll bnm the turkey or bave a sick mother and 
bave to go home, I sappose Christmas will be 
a great day for you, too." 

" No, tbank goodness! We're ali gòing to my 
sister^s. Sbe bates entertaìniog, but sbe has a 
lai^ house and there is notbing to prevent 
ber, so sbe hasn't the face to wiggle out of it 
this year, as mother is staying with ber. If I 
had everything I waoted, like sbe has, it would 
be a pleasure to entertain. Of courae, witb only 
one servant and sucb a amali honse I am differ- 
ently situated, and I really can't do it " — and so 
on. 

But enough of the bnsin^s-Iike and calcnl- 
atÌQg excbange of presents and dinnere whicb, 
to some few to whom Cbristmas is bnt an empty 
sonnd, passes muster as being tbe gìving of gifts 
and dispensing of hospitalìty. 

Tbe only true giving is done from love or com- 
passion, and witbout tbe least thought of retnm. 
Yet wben did tbe ontflowings of generosity and 
unselfishness, tender consideration and compas- 
sion for our lesa fortunate brotbera, forglvenesa 
and kindly feeling» towards those who may bave 
injured ns, fall to bring into our bearts tbe 
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return tide of sweet satisfaction and conteot? 
YoQ that bave a plenty of this world's goodB, 
tabe froin yoar board and parchase fot your- 
selves, by providiog for the needs of otberg, a 
bappioess, a comfort, ao internai glow tbat will 
varm yoa maybap tbrough cold and dreary days 
of adrancing age and loneliness. 

A Beason of joy and gladness! A time of 
feastìng and mirtb ! Think of the many within 
touch of oar banda upon wbom the bnrden of 
sorrow or want or care presses beavily. Tbinb 
of the Christmas dinners tbat will cboke the 
narrowed cìrcles, where Death bas been bugy 
BÌnce the last anniversary, tbat vainly strive 
to partake in cheerfalness. Think of tbose 
other dreadfal abodes tbat the gaant finger» 
of poverty bave robbed of ali semblanee of 
a home, wbere miserable cbildren cry for 
food and old age hnddles tremblìng by the 
flreless stove. You that don yonr fura — glad 
tbat Bnitable weather has come in wbicb to 
wear them — think bow the bitter winds pene- 
trate the ra^ed garmenta of many that are 
bomeleBS and deBtitate; of more tbat, bnttonlng 
ap tbeir tìiin coats over breaking hearts, are 
bravely tiTÌng to bidè tbeir poverty ,and, well- 
nigh desperate, are facing a world that BeemB 
fllled witb disappointment and misery and want 
And if we can aid in ever so little, by material 
assìstance or sympathy or enconragement, let 
as not hold back, remembering the life-long self- 
Bacriflce of Him whose birth we celebrate. 
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FREDDIE'S CHRISTMAS. 

It was the eTening of Christina^ Day. Motìi- 
er's friend — a complimentary annt — ^had come 
in, and in the absence of Sarah had uudertaken 
to put Freddie and May to bed whìie mother 
stru^led with the baby. 

This was generally au easy matter, as Annt 
Eva was ia high favor wlth them. But to-aigbt 
they were a bit fractious. Christmaa had been 
too good to them. They had eatea too much 
and been given too many toys and had had too 
mnch escitemeat. So they were cross and 
Bleepy and tearful and determined not to go to 
bed, and flrnily convinced that someone was 
abasiug them in some way. May said she was 
hungry and wanted more candy and a piece of 
cake; and Freddie stoatly maintained that he 
wonld not allow himself to be disrobed nntil 
Sarah came home, both accontpanying their 
asseverations by disconsolate wailings. 

By jadicious argument Aunt Eva sacceeded 
in overcoming Freddìe's objections to changing 
bis attiro in the absence of the gone-to-a-party 
Sarah, and wlth more difficulty persnaded the 
already surfeited May that a drink of water waa 
ali the nourìshment she really required at pres- 
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ent and that the cake had better be deferred 
until moming. Fortanatély this chubby per- 
aonage Buccumbed to eleep before she waa qaite 
coDTinced, and, stili closely bagging a partìcu- 
larly ngly doli, was laid in ber cot. 

" She never said ber prayers! Wake ber ap 
again !" ezpoBtulated Freddie, wbo evidently was 
in a frante o( mìnd to tborougbly enjoy sacb a 
proceediog. 

" Bbe was so sleepy and tired Bbe jost forgot. 
I think we'll let ber off to-nigbt. Yen might say 
them for ber." 

" No, I won't, you greedy thing!" indignantly 
retumed he. " Ànd I won't aay my own eitber, 
because abe dìdn't!" — this with a clear intention 
of Btirring up atrife. But Aunt Eva is fairly 
wiae and put off discussing the matter tìU sacb 
time as bis views should modify. After a little 
Boothìng conTersatioD this carne to pass and he 
also was tucked in, accompanied by a wooden 
gan and an uncomfortably lumpy train of cars. 

But sleep carne not to him, and as he displajed 
a violent antipatby to beii^ left alone she 
remained beside bim, compromising on being 
allowed to tum the gas down slightiy. He aaid 
be dìdn't want it tnmed very low because it made 
him remetuber the ni^^r mask wltb the big eyes 
and moutb that Uncle Jack brought him. Not 
tbat he was afraid of it, he hastened to assure 
ber, for motber told bim when he cried it 
couldn't hnrt him, and some day he was going 
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to put it OH and yell and scare ali the other boys 
— only the dark aomehow made him think of it. 
Bealizing that escape would not be bara till he 
was ready, and not wiahing to be called upon 
for a story, sbe encouraged him to narrate the 
events of the day. 

" Teli me ali abont your presenta, and what 
yoa did to-day." 

" Well," began Freddie, wbo by thìs time had 
toi^tten bis grievances and was disposed to 
look apoD life in a more sunny light, " we bad 
a lovely time, and l'm so tired I can't go to 
sleep," and be sigbed contentedly. 

" Did you bang up your stocking last night?" 

" Wby, of eourse we did — and got up awful 
early, before it waa light, to see what was in 
tìiem. May fell getting out of bed and began 
to cry, and we woke the baby, and got cold 
runuiog around before the fumace was sbaken, 
and motber said, ' Get into bed, you naughty 
children; yon'll tak» your death of cold.' We 
couldn't see what Santa Claus bad brougbt us, 
but we felt tbem ali over, and took some nuts and 
oraages and candy into bed with us and ate tbem 
and talked. The nutsbells got ali over tbe bed 
and were prickly; and chocolate drops are so 
soft, aren't they? There was a good loud bugie 
in my stocking, too, and May had a mouth-organ. 
Wben I got tired of tbe bugie we cbanged. I 
like a rooutb-organ, it blows in and out — and you 
bave to stop a bngle wbile you take breatb. 
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Bj and by ìt got light, and May coald see her 
doli and I found out how my train of cara 
worked. I coQldn't teli before whether l'd bave 
to pali them with a string or thej'd go them- 
eelves. May let ooe doli drop, and ita head 
carne off, and she cried. Sbe'e only a littie 
thiDg, yon know. I Dever cried when my Noah's 
ark fell, and one side carne off the roof and ali 
the animala ran round the room. I think they 
mìght have made the elephant's head on tìghter 
— and Noah's arms !" 

"Did they come off?" 

" Yes, but papa says he can glne them od 
again, perhaps. Did yon see my red flreman's 
cap and the hoae reel? I was just hoping l'd 
get ona New I can play fire!" 

He atopped a moment to contemplate the 
delighta the future holds for him. I hope bis 
father ia well ìnaured. 

" By and by Sarah came and dressed us and 
we ali had breakfast. Then ali sorta of lovely 
things came from our uncles and aunts, and the 
poatman had five lettere for mother, and she paid 
him flfty cents for them." 

" I wish he'd bring me five lettera." 

" Well, yon pay him some money and he will, 
perhapa. 

" Then we went to church, and it vaa ao pretty, 

ali green trees and berries and fiowers — only 

when the organ played there was only one lady 

Bang. She aang so ìoud she made my head ache, 
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and then a gentleman with a black beard b^^an 
to help ber, and when the organ had nearly done 
playing ali tbe choir b^an to 8Ìng. Why didn't 
they sing ali tbe time ìnstead of standing doing 
notbing? I was going to ask motber bnt I for- 
got." 

After bis listaier bad explained this ph^iom- 
enon he continued: 

« Then we ali went to grandma's (or dinner — 
not the baby, of coarse. I like going to grand* 
ma's. Sbe bas Buch nice tbings and lets you 
haTe ererytbing yon want. I ate an awful lot of 
plam puddìng, and May bumt ber moutb with 
the mince pie. Tbere were a lot of people there. 
After dinner my cousin George — ^he's a big man, 
yon know, with a moustache — was in tbe littlest 
drawing-room near some red berrìes by tbe win- 
dow, and be bìssed that pretty lady tbey cali 
Miss Martin. Sbe said, 'Oh, don't!" but he 
didn't mind a bit and dìd it again. I bappened 
to be in tbere and I asked him wby be dld it, 
and he gare me ten cents to go and put in my 
new bank. I tbink George is nice, don't yon? 

" After we got home May was nasty and cross, 
and wanted my drum, and cried because I pre- 
tended ber doli was an enemy and cut off ìts head 
with my sword. When l'm big l'm goujg to be 
a soldier and kill people dead, and bave a gun 
fort7 times as big as tbis one. Well, sbe cried, 
and I hit ber and sbe bit me, and motber was so 
cross and put tbe sword away. And the baby 
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sacked the paini off Noah and nearly swallowed 
May'a new ring, and crìed and crìe4 and cried 
when I wouldn't let him have my new rubber 
ball. And mother said Bhe was tired out, and I 
cut my finger dreadful with my pen-knife Uncle 
Bob gave me — it didn't look a bit sharp — and 
May rocked orer in ber new little rocking-chair 
and burt ber head, and tben we had tea and yon 
came." 

He was getting a bit sleepy, and tbe toys were 
nnadaptable bedfellows. 

" I tbìnk," eaid he, drowsily, " you'd better 
put the cara on the floor, bnt leave my gon on 
top of the pillow. I like it beat of ali — and May 
likea ber rag doli with the wool hair." 

" Yon aeem to bave had rather a lively day 
with the children, from Freddie's descrìption," 
commented Eva as she rejoined ber friend, wbo 
had by ibis time succeeded in pacifying the baby. 

" Lively ! a regular song and dance from five 
this morning. Poor little souls, I want tbem to 
be happy, but aa I said to Will to-day, children 
get far toc many toys nowadays. It's waate 
money. They only break and d^troy them in 
no time, and if they are exx>en8ÌTe it annoys you, 
and the people wbo gare tbem are dìsappointed 
when they come two days after and find them 
in fragments; and ìf yon put them away what 
good are they? Freddie thinkg more of Iiis 
wooden guu than of ali the handsome tbinga bis 
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auuta aod uncles gare hlm, and May passee over 
expensive toya in faTor of that bideous rag doli. 
Chìldren don't recognìze the Talue of thìngs. A 
tin toy ÌH aa likely to please tbem as estravagant 
thinga that only get out of order." 
"LìBteu to Freddie talking in his sleep!" 
" Yes, I expect 111 haye a night of it! Their 
grandmother let them have a taste of everything 
on the table, and Maj*s stomach ìb bo delicate. 
The/ve had nuta and candy and fruit, and I 
wonJdn't be sarprised if the baby has been swal- 
lowing whole raisinB when I wasn't looking. It 
would be avful if he took convalsionB, wonldn't 
it!" and a look of anxie^ overspread ber tired 
face. " When I waB yonng we had some applés 
and unta and two or three simple toys amongat 
oa at Chriatmas, and I believe wé thouf^t more 
of tbem aod were far happier." 
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MOVING DAY. 

Fbou that evil da; when Adam and Ere mored 
out ot their first home, moving day has been geù- 
erally conceded to be a time of drearincBS and 
discomfort, a season of misery and despair. 

There are admìrable women to whom the carea 
of a household are admittedly a delight; I bave 
met energetio and bustling souls who look upou 
hoQsecteaning as a yearly recreatioo; I under- 
stand there are men who don't object to occa- 
Bìonally lending a band witb the carpets, and 
children who are charmed to take thelr meala 
round the kitehen table while painters and paper- 
hangers are in posseBsion of the halls and diniug- 
room — but where ìs the man, woman or child 
that thoroughly enjoys the commotìon, diaorder 
and general cbeerlesaness of moving? Onr first 
parents were not troubied witb household effects. 
There waa no kitehen stoTe to wrest from ita 
mooriugs and again set op — Ere hadn't eren a 
trunk to pack — and we bave it on the best au- 
thority that even they found moving a most un- 
pleasant experience. To succeeding generations, 
burdened witb goods and chattets, distract«d 
witb uncomfortable and waìling children, with 
thoughts of packing and breakages and losses 
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heavy on their minds, no wonder it stili has 
terrors. 

Perhaps for the very wealthy things are 
smoothed — though valuable poBsessiona lead to 
anxiety of mind — ^but (or the many who cannot 
aftord to take a nìce little trip and come back 
when everything is comfortahly set to rights, 
but bave to be in the midst of the fray and bear 
a band themselTes, tbe thought of movìng is con- 
nected wìth ali that is miserable. 

We nsed to own a gigantic old sofà that waa 
tbe drapaìr of the men who bandled it. It was 
aboat eight feet long, guiltless of caators or 
springs, and mahogany must bave been no object 
when it was built. The originai leatber cover- 
ing had giren place to many succeedlng materi- 
als; the round holstera, that I remember flg- 
nring as most nseful weapons of def^ice when 
the sofà was used as a fort in many youthfoJ 
battles, had succumbed to much belaborìng of 
the attacking foe; the halr stuffing was peering 
out at many corners.. An entirely diareputable- 
looking old object it waa, but the (amily loved 
it as an old friend — though the men who stag- 
gered beneatb its weight when we came to move 
thoaght light of the piano in comparisoD. It 
waa an beirloom. We bave moyed severa! tìmes, 
so perhaps it ìs as well that our heirlooms are 
few. Solid ways had our ancestors. Modem 
ideaa of limited space, or narrow halls, or the 
desirability of being able to move things easily 
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so as to sweep uDdemeatb them, evideotly dìdo't 
enter into their calculations. The sofà is now 
bat a memor;. Manj moringg finished evea it. 
Peraonally I don't r^ret it, but ita end illas- 
trates the capacity for destmctìon poBBessed by 
the fnrnitare van and ita retinue. 

If one might bave a bonfire in the back yard 
and bum up ali the rnbbishy things that accu- 
mnlate and the articles that are old and agly 
or awkward to bandle, and replace them with 
pretty new things, it wonld not be bo bad. We 
bare a great deal of staff that I bave no affection 
(or — it would be a Joy to me to watch it bum — 
bnt I feel sure, if we moved, it woald ali bave 
to be taken with uà again. This tbing woald be 
" too good to destroy," and that " we migbt need 
sometime " — and we'd take it ali, down to the 
heavy, old-fasbioned wardrobe that, refusing to 
adapt iteelf to the reqairements of a windiog 
staircase, bad to be boisted up tbrongb the win- 
dow by ropes, and the broken cbairs that are 
stored in the basement 

Then ali sorta of incoBTenient and nnexpected 
things occnr, besides the regolar conrse of dis- 
agreeablea that forms the necessary basi» of a 
flittìng. For instance, wben Mary was in the 
otber day she was telili^ me dolefnlly of a little 
ezperìence of bers. 

Last week ber people moved. While their 
honsebold goods were abont equally distrlbnted 
between the dìsmantled bome-tbat-had-been and 
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thè house that was to be their future abode, 
Mary happened to be left in cbarge of the latter 
"between the loads." During ber tenare of 
office the man from the waterworks department 
carne to turn od that necessary element. Hav- 
ing announced him8elf,he inquiredif thingswere 
" ali right to tum the water od " — to which 
nsual inquiry Mary, havìng cloaed ali the ob- 
vions tapB, guilelessly answered " Yes." The 
man then performed hìs miesìon, and, being 
rather in a hnrry, took bimself away quickly. 

Mary watched him and his long key disap- 
pear down the Street, and a wbimsìoal fancy 
carne to ber that this officiai'» dÌTÌnÌDg-rod is 
the only true and ìnfallìble indicator of wbere 
water ìa to be (ound. Yen aee blm walking 
unconcernedly along. Buddenly he stops before 
a honse whose inhabìtants requìre bis good 
offices. The dìvining-rod tnms to a most un- 
likely-appearìng place — the conjurer has found 
the sprÌDg. And is he ntietaken? Never. That 
man ìb a wizard. He can poke around beneath 
the dryest-lookìng eidewalk and presently, in 
Bome mysterions way, a guBh of water responds 
to the magic tonch — and there yon are. He's a 
manrellons man ! 

Mary waB stili standing at the door thinking 
thuB, she told me, when there reached ber a 
soand as of mnning water, and she haatily 
tnmed towards the kitchen to take another look 
to reassnre herself that ali was tight. The 
143 



by Google 



OPINIONS OF MARY 



kitchen etore had Dot yet been attached to the 
bot-water tank, and from thìs water wag poar- 
ing in a lively stream. Now Mary is not noted 
for presence o( mind, neither does she commonly 
inquìre deeply into the reasoD of things. It ig 
enough for ber tbat tbroagboat a bouse the taps 
to the rigbt band bring forth cold water and 
thoge to the left give yoa warm — she bas no 
curiosity r^^rding the place of the pìpes or any- 
thing of tbat kind. Of course she presently 
realìzed tbat there must be a way of turning the 
flow from the boiler, a tap somewbere, but after 
a harried search coaldn't flnd it. I must let ber 
degcribe ber experìence in ber own words. 

" I tried to stufF the hole up, bnt things 
wouldn't stay in, and the water was into the 
dining-room by this time. I had the presence 
of mind to open the door and let it rnn down to 
tbe celiar. Tben I put a tub under the tbing. 
But when I tbought tbat the whole reservoir 
was bebind tbat flow — and tbe lake bebind tbat — 
I grew desperate and ran out to tbe Street and 
clutched the first creature I could find. He hap- 
pened to be a plumber's assistant tbat was pass- 
ing — wasn't it funny? *Can yon swìm?' cried 
I, frantically. 'Come In and hdp me! l'm 
drowning!' 

" He looked surprised at my remarkable asser- 

tion, but eridently tbought Uiat I was a person 

tbat oaght to be looked after in any case, so 

foUowed me. When be saw the trouble be just 
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took two steps over the floor aod turned a thing 
that waa hìdden in some foolish place round by 
the Wall and the water stopped." 

" You certainly had quite an esciting time," 
commesited I. " What dìd the rest of them say 
when they carne?" 

" Oh, they were disgusted. Mother said 1 
ought to have had the waterworks man come in 
and see that everythìng was rìght before he went 
— but I never thought. And Jack says I was a 
regalar nìnny net to know how to fix the tap 
myself — and lots of things are spoiled — and the 
cellar's flooded — and — ^but I don't care, l'm not 
a plumber, and how was I to know? I never 
eaw a boiler witkout a stove on before — and 
never want to agaìn, for that matter." 

" But, Mary," I called ber back to say, as she 
was going, " but, Mary, you know where that 
tap Ì8 now, don't you, and what it's for?" 

" Yes, I know," returned Mary, in a vìndictive 
voice. 
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HIS SUPERIOR MIND. 

The superior young man was entertainÌDg me 
while Iiìs sister, with whom be was goìng out to 
Bpend the evening, was dressing. 

He's a nice boy, thougb at times a little oppres- 
sive. He's just at that age when tbere seems a 
defluite satisfactioD to be derìved /rom referring 
to hìmself as "a man." A misty shadow about 
bis moutb is respectfully recognized — by hìmself 
— as quite an imposing moustacbe, thougb per- 
haps it is because he is not quite certain of it 
yet that he has to reassure himself so often by 
the sanse of touch. He has lately taken up his 
position amidst an admiring circle of feminine 
relatives as the man of the house, and is con- 
scientìously trying to lire up to it. He beloi^ 
to two clahs, undertakes to lecture his sister and 
judge foT his mother; but there is good stuff in 
him, and when he is old enough to be not feeling 
quite so old he will be a very satisfactory young 
man. 

" I wonder if Mary will be ready soon. You'd 
think her hair would be curled by this time," 
he remarked presently. 

I reminded him that a girl's toilet was a rery 
different thing from throwing oo a dress sait. 

" But what a fuss girla do make about their 
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clothes anjway," said he, as one who speaks from 
a height. "Men are not iìke that. You know 
what I mean ! Now Mary, she's always talking 
about what she'll wear and how she'll have it 
made. It's ' Do you like my hat. Jack? I 
trimmed it myseif,' or ' How do you think thìs 
shade of blue suite me?' or ' Is my hair ali 
right?' They talk for hours about how the 
dressmaker spoiled some frock (As long aa a 
dress is a pretty color and nothing out of the 
way about it, who knows how it's made? l'm 
sure I don't), and they wear high heels and 
tight things that hurt them, just because it's 
the fashion." Here he paused a moment to pass 
his fingerà round inside of his very high collar, 
which seemed to be rather troublìng him — 
" And they keep patting their bangs into place 
and pulling their veils down and arranging 
their ribbons. Oh, you can see it's on their 
minds — even when they talk of other things." 

" What's on their minds?" 

" Their appearance — how their clothes fit, and 
things like that. Not that I blame them for it, 
you know. I suppose they haven't much else 
to think of." And the young man smiled indul- 
gently aa he rearranged his tie at the mirror over 
the mantel and gare his hair a smoothing touch. 

" That's it," said I, " their minds are not taken 
tip wìth great matterà, business and politics and 
— and yacht races and things." 

"Eh?" 
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"And naturali j dresB ìs a ver; importaot mat- 
ter to them, poor tbings! A man has other 
things more important than bis appearance and 
the flt of bis clotbes to claim bis attentìon." 

It may be tbat he suspected my too agreeable 
acquiescence, for he veered off and began talk- 
ing of other thìngs. 

Bat I saw there was sometbing on bis mind. 
" By the way," inquired he, presently, with a 
fine air of indìfference, " wbat do you think of 
the flt of tbis coat?" (We are old and Intimate 
friends.) " I tbìnk ìt's abont right, don't you?" 

I said I waB net mucb of a judge of a coat, 
but it looked Tery nìce; was it a new one? 

"Why, yes," returned be, in diagusted tones. 
" Do you mean to say you don't see any differ- 
ence between this and the old thing I got wben 
I was half-grown? Why, it was bursting off 
me! Bee, this is lìned with silk and the collar's 
different and the tails are longer. A man feelB 
Bomething like in a sutt Itke this." And he shook 
himself ìnto shape, stmtted down the room and, 
standing before the looking-glass, stm^led to 
get a good view of bis back. " It seems to me 
there ìb the least little wrinkle between the 
shoulders yet," he complained in a dissatisfied 
way, " and I had it back to the tailor three times 
— I was determined to bave a good flt. When a 
man has a decent figure any tailor tbat koows 
bis business ought to be able to make bis coat 
flt him like a giove." 
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" Wbat does ìt matter — a coat's a coat? So 
long as it'a black and there ìs nothìng extraor- 
dinary abont it, who's goìng to notice?" said I, 
unfeelingly. 

'* Oh, yon think you're very clever, don't yoa? 
Bnt I teli yon a coat is very different (rom a 
dress. However, we won't quarrel about it. 
The troQflers are a decent cut anyway, that's ooe 
comfort. I don't mnch care for these shoes," 
as his ^es traveiled down to bis feet; "but ali 
the fellows are wearing them, so I had to get 
tbem, toc." 

By ibis tìme he had wandered back to the 
glass and was absently taking anotber look at 
bimself. 

" Do yon like these coUars, lapping in front, 
better tban those with tnm-down points? 
They're not nearly so comfortable, bnt I believe 
they're the very latest thing. Mary tbinks they 
snit me;, do yon?" 

Mary appeared about tbat time and we did 
not coDtioae the conversatìon, but l'm thinking 
my friend's brother sbows at least a wholesome 
interest in his own attire. 
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THE MINISTER. 

They were spending a sociable hour together 
and had pretty well gone through the list of their 
acquaintances. 

" How do you like your new mìnìster?" pres- 
ently mqiiir«i Mrs. Tawker. 

" Oh, I like him very well," retumed her 
friend, with the acceot od the " I," and a tone 
that gave the hearer to ìnfer that there were 
" others." 

" What is it that they don't like about him?" 
asked the other, with interest, 

" I didn't say he wasn't liked. He ìs a well- 
meaning man, no doubt, and I really helieve he 
tries to do hia best. He carne to see us and was 
as attentive and kind as anyone could be when 
John was sick. But there's no use talking, the 
poor man can't preach! He gives us such dry, 
prosy old sermons people won't be bothered lìs- 
tening to him. If he'd take some subject of 
public interest and preach a good rousing ser- 
mon on street-cars or voting or motorìng or 
something like that, the church would be well 
filled. In fact, I up and told him so one day, 
for yen know I really like him." 

"And what did he say?" 
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" Oh, talked somethiog about bis dnty being 
to deliver the message of salvation, or something 
Ulte tbat, and not just to draw a crowd by being 
sensational. The idea! Who wanta him to be 
sensational? But look at the Eev. Mr. Howlan- 
tbumpit's church — they say you can hardly get 
in at ni^t?" 

" Is he the one that preached about millinery 
and morals last Sunday?" 

" Yes," assented Mrs. Tawker, hurriedly. " I 
don't know that I altogether lìke everything lie 
does, and they do say be's not much of a visitor, 
and wants to run everything just in liis own 
way. But see how he fills the church, People 
go from ali over to bear him," 

Her friend nodded. 

" Tou know, one thing I can never under- 
stand," said she, presently, " is why any man 
cannot give a good sermon when he has ali week 
to prepare it io. It seems to me ìf I tried I could 
preach better myself than some of these sticks 
that get up in a pulpìt." 

" Such as your curate, for instance, eh?'* 

" Our curate ! Oh, don't mention him ! He 
doesn't of ten preach, thank goodness ! be makes 
me that nervous I feel iike helping him out" 

" They say he's very good in the Sunday- 
school." 

" Oh, yes! he's a great worker, I believe, and 

the children quite dote on him. He goes about 

amongst the poor a great deal, and one of the 
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teachers io the Sundaj-scbool was telling me 
that aometimes whea he gets ìoterested io bis 
subject and foi^ta hlmself he becomes almost 
eloqneat I don't see whj he need he nerrons 
when be gets up to preacb. It's aot as if we 
were ali critìcising htm." 

" Well, your clergyman is a good speaker him- 
self, Bo it doesn't bo much matter." 

" Do yoQ really lìke bis preaching? I never 
can teli wbat people flnd to admìre io bis ser- 
mons. We'd leave the church to-morrow only 
that ali tbe people we know go tbere and tbere's 
no other nice church near." 

" There'a that new church. Dou't you like the 
serrice there?" 

Sbe held up ber banda. 

" They're tbe greatest beggars under the snn ! 
Never go to a new church. It's always they 
want to fnrnish tbis or get that. If it isn't 
paint or carpet it's tbe oi^an fund or Sunday- 
sehool library. They're never done." 

" It's the same in every cburcb," retamed 
Mrs, Tawker. " They're always be^ng. It 
does seem that there is something wroug about 
the wbole system. As my husband says, he 
doesn't mind doing hia fair share ; but let other 
people do tbe same ! Tbere are Iota in onr con- 
gregation that could giye and never feel it. Now, 
we bave a family dependent on us, and it tahes 
so much to dress a lot of girla like I bave! I . 
don't tbiok ve ought to be expected to do very 
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mach. l'm aare whenerer they get up a concert 
or bazaar or social, m; girls help. Tliej had 
great fan ont of tbose theatricals last winter, 
and made qaite a bit of mone; — thongb, of 
coarse, after tbe expenses carne out of it tbere 
was not so very macb left for tbe interest fund. 
You belong to tbe Woman's Aaxiliary, I sap- 
pose? 

"Tes, I ased to be vice-president of oar 
brancb, but I didn't like the way things were 
ran. Tbere were a few tbere tbat wanted tbings 
tbeir own way, and I bad bardly a Bay in any- 
tbing. l'm sure l'm not one to pat myself for* 
ward, bat one doesn't lìbe to be iguored entirely. 
Oar clei^yman's wife bas no tact at ali, either. 
I don't like to say anytbing agaìnat ber, but 
really, yon know, sbe isn't at ali flt for ber 
posiUon." 

Mrs. Tawker nodded comprebendingly. 

" I know. No management or good sense — 
treats everyone alìke — doesn't seem to nnder- 
stand tbe lÙfferent grades of society in tbe con- 
gregation. Of coarse, in tbeory ali men are 
eqnal; but yoa know well enougb people will 
not mix ap t<^tber, and it's no ase trying to 
make them." 

" Of coarse not Wby, sbe actnally wanted 
me to go and cali on tbose people tbat moved to 
our Street last spring. Sbe seemed a nice 
enongb little woman wben I met ber down at 
tbe cburch, bat I didn't know a tbing aboat 
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coverà herself. I kaow bis salary ìs not very 
large, biit sbe mìglit get heraelf a new bonnet 
once in two years. I believe minìsters' wives 
like to be dowdj. l'm sure it's not ali the vlsìt- 
ing she does takes up ber tìme. Sbe basn't been 
in my bouse for tbree moatbs past." 

" Her cbildren are young, and she's not very 
strong, poor tbing! Besides, tbey bave a great 
many coming and going in a minìster'B bouse- 
bold — BO perbaps we ougbt to make some ezcnse 
for her," 

" That's ali very well, but look at tbe simple 
way tbey live! Visitors make no difference to 
tbem. It's not as if tbey bad to keep up appear- 
ances like otber people. Wben you go tbere to 
tea, about ali you get is stewed apples and bread 
and butter. As for ber cbildren, they're as 
badly bebaved as any famlly I know. I can't 
understand bow tbeir fatber allows it. You 
naturally expect sometbing more than ordinary 
from a clergyman's famìly," 

Truly a good many people do seem to expect 
sometbing more tban ordinary from the minìs- 
ter and the mlnister's wife and tbe mìnister's 
family. Mary says sbe thìnks so, too. Well for 
tbem if tbey can live up to tbe high standard of 
excellence raised for tbem by a watcbful con- 
gregation. But stay! Was it ever done? I 
scarcely tbink so. Many a self-sacriflcing Chris- 
tian man bas passed througb tbis life so perform- 
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ing hÌB daty and ordermg his ateps as to pleaae 
bis God — bat vho ever heard o( one who aac- 
ceeded in satiafying erery member of his flock? 
Bnt thea the Lord knows the naturai fraJlties 
and shortcomings of human nature, and probablj 
expects far lesa of His servant than the congre- 
gation do. 

It may be that I bave vrong ideas on the sub- 
ject, bai it eeema to me that any Christian, 
humblj doing his dnty and eamestly endeavor- 
ing to walk in the footstepa of our great Bz- 
ample, ougbt to live as good a life as a 
clergyman — only that the latter may be more 
leamed in aome ways and ia aet apart for the 
definite purpose of gniding bia brothers wbo may 
be blinded by this world's brightness, bardened 
by ita eares, or ignorant of the way to the haven 
he can aee more clearly than they. Cast down 
and disheartened he is apt himself to become — 
weary of urging on the trarellera Tvho would 
fain turn aaide and rest in perilous places, heed- 
lesa of the oneoming night — tired of the dosty 
highway of life and casting wistfol glancea at 
the green coolneas of careless ease that l!es so 
invitìngly beaide the way — hungry for words of 
approbation and encouragement. What of it if 
he ahoold faint by the way — or even swerve aside 
momentarily — ao that presently he aets hia feet 
more firmly in the narrow path, flzes hia eyes 
more ateadfaatly on the Gniding Light and, hold- 
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ing closety to the Snpporting Preaence, pIodB on 
to the end of the way? 

It is not given to everj man to be brilliant — 
but who sball say that platinum bas no value 
because it does not shine like gold? There may 
be great worth of usefulness hidden ander an 
unpretentious exterior. Far from me be it to 
afflrm that there are many church members like 
oar two gossips. I know there are numbers who 
uphold and strengtben their pastor's banda ; stili 
there are, bere and tbere, those who by theìr 
tboughtless and unkind criticism hamper aod 
hinder honest efFort, and are stumbling-blocks 
to many. 
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THE MINISTER'S WIFE. 

" That was not a bad article you were read- 
ing me a couple of weeks ago about clergymen," 
remarked Mary, condescendingly, the other day, 
*' but why didn't you bave a little more to say 
r^arding tbe mìnister's wife?" 

*' A good many other people are attending to 
that ruatter, it seems to me. There's no danger 
o( the minister'e wife suffering from having 
□othiog said about ber. Do you tbìnk there is?" 

Mary laughed. 

" If you look at it in that way," said sbe, 
" you're probably right. Stili, you might say a 
few things that most people with whom she 
forma a subject of conversation leave unsaid. 
Now, there is our own clergyman's wife, Mrs, 
Goodman — aa kind and good a woman as you 
can fiud. 8he is really liked by the congrega- 
tion — most of «s just love ber — and yet see how 
she is criticised! They are always wondering 
how it is sbe basn't more time to devote to 
chureb work, or saying she attempts far too 
much ; findìng fault with the way she trains ber 
children, or intimating tbat with better manage- 
ment they ought to be able to live very well on 
bis salary, and they can't understand how it is 
they always seem so hard up. Then there is 
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always some oae offended because she has not 
been visited lately — or was overlooked in some- 
thing that has been going on — or has not been 
praised enough for some meritorious effort. 
Mrs. Goodman is a clever woman and has bad 
a long experience, and I know ìt keeps even ber 
busy trying to live up to the expectation of ber 
husband's congregation. And look at the many 
women not so gifted by nature and disposition! 
No wonder some of them are failures, I think 
the minister's wife has a hard road to travel." 

I didn't disagree with Mary, and she went on 
with ber remarks. 

"Yes, a rocky road, that's my opinion!" 
(Mary will talk slang occasionally.) " There 
may be a few city churches where the miniata.- 
haa an income sufQcient to give his wife the com- 
forts that the ordinarj well-to-do citizen pro- 
vides for his — and even tben she has not a bed 
of roses. She has to exercìse never-ending dis- 
cretion and tact, and he so gaarded in ali she 
says and does, for fear some busybody will turn 
over an innocent remark of hers and makc 
trouble. But you know well enough that the 
great majority of ministers bave small salariea 
and large families. If their wives had nothìng 
to do but attend to tbeir bousekeeping and make 
the best of the income it wouldn't be so bad; 
but think of ali the calls upon tbeir time and 
attention there are, the things to distract them 
from theÌT domestic duties. 
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"A clergyman'g wife can never portion oat 
ber time lìke other people. There's alwajs 
Bomething to disarrange ber plana. I know I 

stayeci with Mrs. Smith down in " (I won't 

give the name of the country town Mary men- 
tloned) "last summer. Sbe had no girl, and 
was trying to get sewing done for ber cbildren 
— conldn't aSord to pot it oat. We uBed to 
bastie aroDnd and try to get things done in the 
moming — she'e a capital manager — ^but, yon 
know, we never coald be aure of an hour to onr- 
selres. There was always some one sick and 
sbe had to leave everythìng and go to see them, 
or unexpected visitors flocked in and stayed (or 
the day, or Mr. Smith bospìtably brougbt in 
balf a dozen country parisbioiiers to dinner wben 
there happened to be very little in the house. 
Tben there were sewing societies and meetings, 
and word woald come at the laet minute that 
the oi^anìst was sick, ' Would Mrs. Smith please 
take the organ for the moming service?' Sbe 
took it ali as a matter of course, made erery- 
body welcome wben they carne, and fllled the 
gaps without a murmur. It would bave driven 
me uearly crazy to be at everybody's beck and 
cali like sbe was." 

" l'm afraid you are not fitted for a minister's 
helpmeet," said I, somewhat amused by ber 
descriptioD. Sbe only looked at me eloqnently. 

" Theo old ladies used to come in and adviae 

ber how to dress ber cbildren and feed ber bus- 
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band and make ber preserres, and teli ber dis- 
quieting storica atout what an unpopular woman 
tbeir last minìster's wife had been. And sbe 
had to go to tea wbenever tbey were invited — 
and remember to ask after everybodj'B relatìons 
— and speak to tbe cbildren ; and teacb a class 
in Sunday-scbool ; and alwajs see everjone that 
carne to tbe house, no matter wbat sbe was 
doing. I remember one aftemoon sbe waa just 
tired out and bad gene to lie down. Wben I 
opened tbe door to a lady I knew bad nothlng 
mncb to say and alwajs took a terriblj long 
time to say tt in, I boldl; announced tbat Mrs. 
Smith was ' not at home.' Sbe nearly took a 
flt when she heard what I bad done. ' My dear,' 

said sbe, ' if Mrs. finds out I was in the 

house she'U never forgive me!' 

" Tben don't you remember Annie Robinson," 
went on Mary, wbo seemed fairly lannched on 
ber subject, " who married a missionary and 
went off to China with bim — a nìce tìme sbe's 
having! And tbat pretty girl — I forget ber 
name — who went np to tbe Northwest. Dear 
me! I hope l'Il never happen to fall in love witb 
a parson, because," said Mary, dreamily, " I 
suppose if he loved me very mucb I*d marry 
bim!" 

"To be sure you would. No girl can reaist 
a black coat. Wby, even that ordìnary little 
curate down at your churcb could bave the pick 
of the congregatìon if he wanted a wìfe." 
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" CoQld he, indeed?" exclaimed Mary, who 
rather reeented thìs eweeping assertion. " l'm 
Hot 80 Bare of that. I know I wonld bave to love 
a clergyniaD dreadfoUy well " (I wish yon'd 
heard ber emphasis od the "dreadfully ") to 
marry hìm and run the gatintlet of the coDgre- 
gatioo. Besides, (ancy how nervoas one would 
feel wben he was preaching ! Theo he might he 
abBent-mlDded — lots of clever men are — and do 
remarkable tbÌDgs darìug the serrice. Speakìng 
of absent-mìndedness, did yon ever bear that 

story they teli of the Beverend Barai Dean ? 

He waa going on a joumey one day, and bis 
wìfe had packed bis valise and seen tliat he had 
bis clotbes od straigbt and bidden hìm good-bye, 
but waa called away before ehe saw him safely 
ont of the house. He had bis bag in bis band 
ready to go, wben it struck him that the fire 
needed replenishing. Laying aside the valise, 
he filled up the stove from a scuttle that stood 
eoDveniently by. Then he glanced at a hook for 
a moment, but suddenly recollecting that bis 
train was almost due, he made a grab for bis 
belongings and dashed down the Street. He met 
one or two friends who seemed inclined to stop 
and speak, but realizing that he had no time to 
spare he only gare them a hasty nod and hurried 
on. It was not till he reached the station that 
he noticed that his luggage consisted of the coal- 
scuttle." 

" Ànd what did the poor man do?" 
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" Oh, fortunatelf , one of bis friends wbo knew 
}ii8 failing mentioned to the wife that he had 
jnst met the Dean flying down the Street cari^- 
ìng a coal-Bcnttle, and the faithfol womao ìn- 
stantlj degpatched a messenger to make the need- 
fui exchange with ber absent-mìnded spouse." 

" That rather reminds me of poor Mrs. D — 's 
experience — thongh it was not absent-minded- 
ness OD ber part. One portion of ber wardrobe 
was devoted to her belongìngs and the other 
sacred to ber rererend husband's apparel. She 
owned a black cloth dolman — one of tbose short 
behìnd and witb long ends in front — eminently 
suited to the reqairements of a staid mìddle- 
aged matron. This she always hung in the same 
place, and, being of a neat and methodical babit, 
could lay ber band on it in the dark. 

" One evening, in the late summer, she bad 
been ont, and returned home jnst as the beli was 
rìnging for the Wednesday evenìng service. 
Thinking she migbt be cbilly, she hastily ran up- 
stairs in tbe dusk for her dolman, and tbrowing 
it over her arm sallied fortb to cburch. Imagine 
ber feelìngs wben, after she bad walked up the 
well-lighted aisle, she carelessly laid her wrap 
on the back of the pew in front, to discover that 
she bad been flaunting her husband's best pair 
of trousers. Tbe wretcbed man bad hnng Uiem 
in the wrong place." 

" Poor woman !" said Mary, " I bope she made 

him carry tbem home. Bat I mnst be goìng. I 
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really tbink, however, that 700 mi^t bave gìren 
a paragraph to the inÌDÌBter*s wìfe." 

I don't knov but that Mary hereelf has gone 
pretty thoroughly into the trìala of the clergy- 
maD's wìfe. No dOQbt there are compeoBatìons 
attached to the positioo that ìt did not snit ber 
pnrpose to dwell npon. The love of an bonest 
ChristìaD gentleman who, realizÌDg the nature 
of bis Tows tboronghly, promisea to love and 
cberìsh ber, ìs not — in these days of frìsky bos- 
bands and vanishing meane — to be ligbùy set 
aside in favor of frivolity or worldly proapecta. 
Woman — no matter bow Bhe may talk — ^baa an 
innate love and admiration for eìmple goodness 
— a longing to flnd Bome Btable and wortby ob- 
ject to which Bhe may confldently attach ber 
faith and love. Then erery trae woman baa 
high ideala of life, a strong sense of dnty, and 
the elements of self-sacriflce in ber nature. I 
don't know that she can flnd any broader field 
for the growth and development of ali these 
Christian graces (whicb fortonately are their 
own reward) tban that offered to the occapants 
of the parsonage. 

Not long ago I beard an old lady remark of 
ber daughter, who was abont to marry a min* 
ister, " Tea, l'm very well satiafled ; tbey*ll nerer 
be rich, bnt they won't be allowed to absolutely 
gtarre — and abe'U bave a huaband that ia hardly 
likely to beat ber," — whicb, we ali agree with 
the old lady, is a desideratnm. 
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Ferhaps the most trying thing in the life of 
a miniater's wìfe in the outlying districts is the 
difficalty of havìng her familj educated. In the 
spareely settled districts of Canada many min- 
iste» are placed where it is ìmpoaaible for their 
children to attend eren sach schools as there are, 
and a desnltory home-teaching is ali they receive. 
The parente may be perfeetly eompetent to edu- 
cate theìp family, hot where, may I ask, is the 
time to devote to it when (as very often is the 
case) the father has charge of stations many 
miles apart, has to li^t the fire and ring the 
beli, if there chance to be one, for service, attend 
to his own borse, and take twent^-mile drives 
over strange and uneven ways that by compli- 
ment are called roads ; when the mother bas to 
personally attend to ali tbe bonsehold duties 
and ìron ber hnsband's coUars? Trae, a redac- 
tion Ì8 made by many educational institutions 
in favor of minìsterg' sons, bnt when the stipend 
is as rìdicalotisly small as it is in tbe case of 
many missionary clergymen, the snm stili 
reqnired is entirely bejond tbe fatber's means. 
It must be hard (or a woman of culture to see 
her family — in whom sbe takes a fond mother's 
interest and pride — growing up aronnd her un- 
conth and ignorant, her boys unfitted to take 
that place in life sbe would bare them fili, her 
gìrls destined to marry beneath them or be left 
on the world without tbe educatìon that would 
enable them to obtain even the traditional gov- 
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eniess'B positìon. Though she and ber basband 
may gladlj devote tbemselves to the Master'B 
serrice, stili, to mj mìnd, tbey wonld be more 
than human did the prospecte of the family never 
won7 them. Io the near fatnre, let ns tmst, 
an Educational Fund and similar agencies, the 
promotion of whicb is being attempted by Tari- 
oas denominations tor the purpose of assisting 
their ministers in thÌB particular, will receìve 
from those enjoying educational facilitieB, that 
snpport of which it is deserving. 

There is one tbìng, however, that I wouldn't 
advise Mary or any other girl to try. That is 
to marry a popular yonng minister and settle 
down amoDgst the congregation he haB presided 
over with success and spiritual benefit during 
his bachelor days. There is sometbìng io the 
rery atmosphere of a wife that has been koown 
to bave a blighting effect on a flourisbing con* 
gregation. Did you ever come aerosa the " Bal- 
lad of the Fair Preacher"? It runa somewbat 
thns: 

The BeTerend Arthur Smglcnmui 

Wae tali, and slìm, and fair, 
An eamest light wae in his e^es, 

A gold tint in his hair. 

And ae he preached ogainst the wrong. 

And bold defended right, 
Bis Uataners' rapt, attentive mien 

Wss a moet touohing sight. 
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The churcb waa fllled by young and old— 

Pairticularly young ; 
By every maiden in the town 

His praises loud were sung. 

The Eeverend Arthur, as you aee 

(Hls sermon ne'er waa long), 
Was popular, waa eloquent, 

His drawing powers were strong. 

And ali went well until one day 

The thought carne to^is Ufe, 
" How much more ueeful I would be 

Had I a helpful wife." 

" Union ia etrength," and yet we find, 
When Reverend Arthur marrìed, 

His congregation fell behind. 
The girle at home they tarrìed. 

Many who^had in former days 

His church filled to the portai, 
Discovered now that he was qui te 

An ordinaiy mortai, 

" A good young man, no doubt," but stili 
" Not quite what we had thougbt him." 

They went elsewhere— a few remained 
To list to what he taught *em. 

If you marry him, take him away somewhere 
and start life afresh amidst a new congregation, 
where he and his choice witl not be exposed to 
the remarks of ali the gìrls he dìdn't marry. 
It is a curions fact that people sometimes lose 
interest in the ministrations of a man whose 
matrimoniai destiny is accomplished. 
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DUST AND DUSTERS. 

** If ever I bave a home of my owd," remarked 
Jack, who waa giving me bis views on many 
thìngs, " it will be nin od an entirely new prin- 
cìple." 

"Yes?" said I, ioterri^tively. 

" It will," with decision, " For ooe thing, l'il 
bave none of this everlasting cleaning going on. 
Women are always makÌDg work for themselves 
— aweepìng and dusting and scrubbìng and pol- 
isbing. l'm aure our bouae is never dirty, and 
yet they're always tuming it tipsìde down. If 
there isn't anything in the middle o( the floor 
tbey will pulì out ali the farniture to see if they 
can't find some dirt underneatb." 

" Ànd quite rigbt, too," maintained I, stoutly. 
" Don't yon know dust is wise in ita generation, 
and wbeo it is dìaturbed in the more open places 
retires beneath heavy articles of fumiture and 
crowds into dim cornerà to bidè, and roosts on 
comices and ledges and the topa of pictnre- 
frames, hoping to escape detection?" 

" Well, l'd let the poor thing eseape now and 

again/' speaking whimsically. " My mother is 

a mercilefig woman! The way sbe and Mary 
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and the maide chase and worry and persecnte 
and quicklf destroy any stray dnst that comes 
seeking a home with ns is a cantion! Tbey're 
after it quicker tban Bìngo routs a atrange cat 
in the yard." 

" Tbat's a good simile! If you notice, the cat 
retams as Boon as yonr dog's back is tumed. 
Bame witb dnst. You disperse it, and before you 
koow where you are it comes sneaking back, 
impndently invading yoar domains, taking pos- 
session of your belongings, settling on your 
dooratep, perching on the back feace of yoar 
own especial territory, as it were. I bave sym- 
pathy with Bingo's resentment of the ìnvasion. 
If the measures he flnds suceessful in disperaing 
bis tininvited gaest wotild only serre as well in 
the case of dust — " 

"The ordinary bousewife's voice wonld be 
raised a good deal louder and more often than 
it is at present, I sappose yoa were goìng to 
say," broke in the yoang man, " which the fat«s 
forbid!» 

Some remarks are better ignored. It always 
disappoints a man when yoa bear in serene 
silence something which in the nature of things 
he expects yen to ìndìgnantlj resent. I didn't 
at ali like the aspersion he cast npoo my sex, 
so only smiied indulgentlj and inquired with 
mlld interest, " So your idea o( true home com- 
fort is dirt and disorder?" 

" Not at ali ! I never said so," retnrned he 
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with some warmth ; " onlj I do object to this 
eternai cleaning and ' tidjing up.' If I were 
a woman I wonldn't be always at it. l'd clean 
the bonse, bat l'd let tbings get good and dirty 
before I began to rake around. I tbiok it would 
be 80 mucb more satisfactory, too. You could 
Bee the fruit of your labor. Women," he went 
OD oracnlarly, " bave no management ; they waste 
80 mach time and energy orer trifles. They are 
always pottering around and pnttìng tbings in 
the proper place, and doing tbings that don't 
need to be done and making tbemselves cross 
and tired. What does it matter if there in some 
dust on the top of the book-case, and the front 
Windows are a little smoky? If tbings are left 
just where you lay them down tbey're ali the 
easier to flnd when you want them next." 

" Tbat's irne, if nobody else happens to lay 
aoything on top of them, and you bappen to 
remember wbere you laid them down. I sup- 
pose you would not mind ìf the meals were not 
very regalar?" 

" Oh, well, of course, some tbings bave to be 
looked after. I don't mean to say there is no 
work at alt to do in a house." 

" I see. What yoa mean is that this oppres- 
sive neatness, tbis Constant attention to details, 
is unnecessary. Yoa wouldn't miud if tbe dìn- 
ner was slapped on in a rather rough and ready 
way, so long as it was prepared in time, or ìf tbe 
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children were playìng shop in the front hall 
wìth a little of ereT^thìng in the house around 
them when you happened to take a friend home?" 

He didn't look aa if thìs was exactly vhat he 
meant either, but stuck to bis point. 

" I stili think women don't know how to man* 
age the work of a honse, or they wouldn't have 
so much to do. When I get a wife we'll manage 
things differently. There wlll be none of this 
round of washing day, iroaing day, sweeping 
day, and so on." 

" How delightful ! That's the kind of domes- 
tic life one dreams of. Wlll you ask me to 
come and stay with you now and again? I 
don't quite realize how you are going to accom- 
plìsh tìiis blissfnl state of things, but no doubt 
when a man really puts bis mind to it it can be 
done." 

He nodded his head with large complacency. 

"Oh, yes. A woman sbould bave plenty of 
time to go about and enjoy herself, with nothing 
to attend to only ber house. I do bope the girl 
I marry will not be too pemickety and alwaya 
dusting and making things tidy." 

I*m sure I hope so, too. He really deserves 
a wife of tbat kind. And if bis happiness de- 
pends opon it I belleve he will be able to find 
her. Whether his views may change after he 
secures this prize sooner tban ber methods ia 
a matter tbat cannot at present he determined. 
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It may be that ber carryfng ont of hls liberal 
priociples of domestic economy, untrammelled 
by the ordinary routine of a well-ordered bonse- 
bold, maj pali upon bìm; and it ia jnet posùble 
that he may long for bis motber vitb ber broom 
and duster and " tidying " ways. Then, again, 
it may be tbat, directed by the power of bis 
saperior intellect, bis wife will anccessfully 
grapple witb those myrìads of duties, amali and 
latge, tbat clnater aboat the hou8d[eeper*s patb; 
will be able to finally extermìnate tbat disheart- 
enìng army of necessary doings tbat, repelled 
and dispersed one day, only retums tbe next, 
unconqnered and reinforced, to the si^^. It 
may be, but — 1 

Wìth the woman who makes a too great parade 
of cleanliness, wbo cbases a lODg-aufFering man 
from room to room witb implementa of domestic 
warfare till he haows not where to crawl to ea* 
cape the tnrmoìl, few of ns bave mneb aympathy. 
She may be a well-meaning and deserrìng crea- 
ture, but ber enei^es are, to say the least of it, 
misdirected. I don't fancy there are quite so 
mauy of her, however, as one mìght be led to sup- 
pose. I admit I once knew snch an one. She 
had the reputation of beii^ a " terrible clean " 
woman. Sbe was. Cleanliness comes next to 
godliness, but if she put godliness before cleanli- 
ness sbe must bave been a very good woman 
indeed. She scmbbed and mbbed and poliahed 
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from daylight to dark. Her hasband and chìl- 
dren almost feared to put their feet od the floor 
or their fingere od any article. Her stoTes sboDe 
and ber Windows glittered. Bnt the burden of 
cleaoliDess she laìd upoo her famil; was too 
much; tbey took tbeir muddy boots aad romp- 
ing ways somewhere else. Her husband smoked 
where a stray bit of tobacco wonld not be a 
crime. She "cleaned" them ali cut. 

Stili, in the face ot such a terrible example 
of carrying things to excess as tbat, l'm ratber 
in favor of routine and tidying ways. As ìt will 
make little difference to me, I run the risk of 
alienating masculine approvai by admitting that 
I see DO comfort to be derived by a man from 
spillÌDg tobacco and hurnt matches about with 
eareless lìberality, nor from the glorious freedom 
of leavìng bis boots just where he may happen 
to shed them. 

In a well-ordered bonsehold there is no neces- 
sìty for the search after cleanliness to be obnox- 
ionsly obtruded upon the master of the house — 
especially if he wisely betake himself away for 
some hours daily. But if oup young friend can 
evolve any new and originai metbod of "run- 
ning " things without uDtiriDg effort od the part 
of somebody, there are many weary women who 
will be gtad to bear from bim. 

" Dnst thou art, and unto dust shalt tbOD 

return." A woman who was tìred of the nerer- 
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ending contest with dust once told me, when we 
were apeaking of belief in ghosts, ber opinion 
on the BubjecL 8he said she (eared not the 
return of the apirits of bygone ancestors. It 
was their dusty bodies that troubled ber. Sbe 
was haanted by dost Tbe idea ratber appeaied 
to my fancy. Perbaps, after ali, dust is but an 
object-lesBon ever betore us to show us to wbat 
we ali mnst coma 
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XXIV. 

TRUTH. 

The desire for admiration and approvai is 
deeply implanted in the human breast — some 
superior people to the contrary notwithatandiDg. 
And while tbis is so, tbose who make a basiness 
of pleasing wìll continue to lightly dwell upon 
facts and politely indulge somewhat in fiction. 
We often meet people who affect to care not 
" a haog " what others tbtuk or say about them, 
and they much prefer to bear the plain tmth — 
so they teli yoa. 

Did yen erer try them with it? If yen bave 
not, and desire to retain their friendsbip, don't. 
You'll find that the plain tmth atout tbeir own 
shortcomings is almost too strong for weak 
humanity to receìve without making rather a 
wry face, and possibly loudly reproacbing you 
for glving sucb an unnecessary and nauseoas 
dose. If the plain trutb positirely has to be 
adminìstered, ìt is wise to dilute it sligbtly, 
sweeten tbopoughly and add a flavor of playfnl- 
uess. It wìll do the patient as much good thns, 
and it may be more pleasant to take. It really 
requires an artist to prepare this potion aecept- 
ably, as the prìncipal ingredient is very hard to 
swallow, and apt to dìsagree with those to whom 
it is given — though as a mie very beneficiai. 

This is only with refereoce to the pialo tmth, 
ir» 



by Google 



OPINIONS OF MARY 



of conne — there are alwaya a number of pleas- 
ant and agreeable veritìes that one is pleaaed 
enongh to bare presented to one. It may be 
owing to our naturai love (or tbe beautiful, that 
the idea has gained ground tbat wben the trutb 
ìb very plain — plain to ugliness — it is ezpedieot 
to draw the becoming whìte veil of politeness 
and social subterfuge, with ita softenìng efFect, 
over ber unattractive visage. 

It is strange, too, bow few can listen witb 
nnalloyed pleasure to unstinted praise of otbera 
— even their friends. Tbere are some great and 
geoerous sonls (70U and I, for ìnstance) into 
whose hearts no disfignring touch of jealousy 
baa crept to mar the beauty of a perfect dispo- 
sition, but in a general way there are not many 
who object to a word of criticìsm — directed 
toward their neìgbbor». 

The man who studia human nature has found 
this out Wben Miss Dìmplea sweetly says to 
Youngly, " Don't you think Era So-and-so is 
lookìng lovely to-day?" and he, knowing tbe girl 
referred to ìs a friend of bers, and willing to 
please, replies eothusìastically, " Yes, indeed, I 
think I never saw ber look better! 6be is a 
lovely ^rl — and wbat beautiful golden bair sbe 
has !" Miss Dimples agrees with bim smilingly — 
and it occurs to ber that he is ratber a chump. 

Now the man of experience would never bave 

falleu into that trap. Wben appealed to, be 

might bare replied, indifferently, " Oh, yes, she's 

176 



by Google 



TRUTH 



lookingwell enough," then presently, maybe, with 
a glance at bis companion's darker locks, "I 
don't much care for such ligbt hair myself," and 
Miss Dimples wonld probably bave reproved hìm 
delightedly for bis want of taste, and told bim 
she tboagbt Eva's bair was " just lovely." 

But tbe pleasing man is not of necessity insin- 
cere. Some pander to tbe humors and weak- 
nesses of those with wbom tbey come in contact 
to serve their own selfisb purposes, I admit But 
otbera exercise tbe happy knack of making those 
about tbem content with themselves only from 
an amiable desire to make things run smoothly. 
A certain amount of observation and intuition, 
and a capacitrf for knowing wbat to say and 
what to leave unsaid, are requisite. Mary, wbo 
is tactful, gives as ber opinion that one can 
always find something pleasant to say witbout 
straining one's conscience. If Mrs. Smith ez- 
hibits her cbild — which bas decent eyes and a 
distressing uose — you needn't sympatbetically 
remark, "Wbat a dreadful pity bis nose turns 
up so!" Yon could just as easily say cbeerfuUy, 
" Hasn't he pretty eyes !" — and she'd probably 
mach rather bear it. Sbe may bare been told 
aboat bis nose before, and your corroboratioQ of 
ber own opinion of bis eyes will be more satis- 
factory. 

Or, for instance, tbe pretty girl brings out a 
photograph. " I liave beeo baving my picture 
taken, Mr. Youngly. How do you like it?" 
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The plioto*?raph is most artìstic, and deala 
gentiy with the young girl's few weak point». 
Mr. Yotingly, even, who is very much in loTe, 
realisea this. 

" Do you think it lìke me? Rather flatters 
me, perhapi?" says the Bitter, with aa expectant 
amile. 

He ìb not versed in the ways of woman and 
thinks, poor hoy, that now is hia time to show 
an intelligent crìticism of the picture's m^ìts, 
while stili pleasìag the fair questioner. " It's a 
lovely pictnre, and l've seen you look just lìke 
that It really hardly flatters you at ali ; per- 
hapB the way your face is turned does show 
your nose at its best, hut I think it'a nice to 
have a photograph that does one justice, don't 
you? Won't you gìve one to me?" And he is 
amazed to have Miss Dimples say, rather coldly, 
that since it flatters her so greatly she doesn't 
think he'd better have one. When she has a 
photograph taken that shows her ugly nose more 
truly she may give him a copy. And though 
he gets purple in the face trying to make his 
peace, she remains obdurate. '' There ìs nothing 
whatever to forgive," she tells him, "you only 
told me the truth about myself, and it's well to 
bear the trath now and then, no doubt." But 
he sees he has not done the Tight thing, has 
offended bis dìvinity in some way, and no amonnt 
of patching aeems to fili the rent bis ill-con- 
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sidered words have made in the fabrìc of their 
friendshìp. 

A man of more experience wouid have been 
equal to the occasìoa. If the pretty ^rl had 
asked his opinion of a really fiattering picture, 
he would have probably studied it carefuUy and 
judicially a minute ov two, looked at ber, then at 
the card again, and hesitatingly admitted, 
" Y — e — s, I thinb it does look like you." Then, 
more decidedly, " The nose, the featnres, cer- 
tainly are yoiirs, bat " — with a rather diasatisfied 
air — " I suppose it must he because your eyes 
and the color of your hair don't come out that 
there seems Homething lackiag. I bave often 
noticed that the best-Iooking people take the 
poorest photograph ; these are not bad, but they 
might he better. You're going to let me have 
one, aren't you?" 

Then the pretty girl would have smiled depre- 
catingly and said that for her part she thonght 
the picture was really a great deal prettier than 
she was herself; her uose, for instance, looked 
quite Grecian. Would he really like one? Cer- 
tainly he might have it. 

If the picture had been only moderately good, 
he would likely have glanced at it, then looked 
closer with an air of doubt, held it off, and pres- 
ently laid it down and tumed away, saying, in 
dìsgusted surprise, " Cali that you? That thing! 
You're not goìng to take any of them, surely; 
ìt's no more like you than I am !" 
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ThÌB, also, will be fouud to be extremely sooth- 
ing to the prettj girl's feelings. Begarding the 
picture, she will conclade she perHonally must 
look fetching indeed vhen people of diBcem- 
ment have such a cootempt for the attempted 
portrayal of her charms. She will modestly 
say that the picture appears very good to her, 
and he will argue the point with simple earnest- 
ness, and remain delìghtfully unconvinced. 
Soch a man will rarely be refused one of the 
despised delineations ^ould he desire it He 
will pocket it with a " Well, perhaps it's better 
than none, but it doesn't begin to do yon jastìce " 
manner. 

The plain girl's photograph generally comeB 
out a great deal better-looking than the originai, 
and her feelings bave to be carefully dealt with 
also. Olir pleasing man looks at the flattering 
likeneBs she difBdently shows, where any wants 
in coloring or expression are skilfuUy ignored 
and moderate features and a momentarily grace- 
fui attitude are brought out to the beat advan- 
tage. " How like you !" cries he, instantly ; 
"exactly yourself; never saw anything better!" 
And the mind of the plain girl, who is only too 
willing to believe she looks like that, is comfort- 
ably set at rest, and naturally ber estimation of 
the sense and good jndgment of ber friend is 
not lessened. 

New the callow youth, with no desire to dis- 

pleaae, might bave been indiscreet enough to be 
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surprised into honestly remarkìng, " Why, some- 
how I hardly should have known you! But it 
is like you, too," puUing himself tc^ether. 
"What a very good pìcture you take, Miss 
Dowdy," while he gazes at it meditatively, long 
enoagli fot Miss Dowdy, wbo ìs intellìgent if 
not beautiful, to gather his real idea» on the 
subject. 

At a cricket match the other day I chanced 
to OTerhear a man who I feel sure ia an 
agreeable man. He was in attendance upon 
a rather pretty girl. A little dìstance from 
them sat a rivai who was attracting coo- 
siderahle mascaline attention. As the latter 
mored off, the girl near me, with au evident 
effort, remarked magnanimously to her escort, 

" What very pretty little banda Miss has ! 

Dìd you notice them?" " Didn't happen to look 
at ber bande," replied tbat diplomatìc persoo, 
who had been sitting on the grass. " I noticed 
tbat she wears about sixea in boots, however." 

"As his companion'a dainty number threes 
(narrow) were prominently patting the sward 
I glanced at the man with new interest. I do 
like a man who displays such intelligence! He 
was not bandsome. Not knowing him, I have 
often wondered why he is such an acknowledged 
favorite — but if he always shows such admirable 
tact and judgment in bis conversational efforts, 
thereìn liea the charm. 
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THE SOCIETY COLUMN. 

The Inexpcrienced One was giring ber friend, 
the editor of the " Society Column," particnlars 
regarding a social function that the latter had 
been unable te attend. 

" I took special notice of who were there, and 
any pretty dresses, Mrs. Taffyem, so that I could 
teli you ali about it." 

" Tbat's a good girl. Was it a decent sort of 
shine?" 

" Oh, faìrly successful. Lots of money spent, 
you know ; but badly managed. Sbe takes plenty 
of trouble over things, but she's as stiff as starch 
berself and doesn't understand bow to make an 
affair go off well." 

" She'll do better by and by ; sbe has had no 
experience in entertaining, you know — lived in 
a little country viilage before they carne into 
their money, and she's afraid to tum around for 
fear of Dot doing quite the correct tbiog. How 
waa sbe dressed?" 

" Black and brigbt green, with pink and 
pupple touches — one of those bideous experi- 
mental pattern dresses they bring out in the 
first part of the season and work off on gullible 
women with no taste and plenty of money. 
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l've heard the modiste at H, haven't you? * The 
veiy latest thìng from Paris, madam, I asBure 
you; aDd not aaother like it in Canada. We 
just ìmported the one costume. Look at the 
ezquisite blending of those colors ! Ah, the 
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at the other end of the Street. Those girla think 
they may do anything." 

" Well, so they may. Tlieir (ather's worth a 
mìllìOD." 

" Then the Worthys wore — " 

"Yes, yes; I know. They are pretty, modest 
gìrls, and always dress well. But nerer mlnd 
them either. I only want the smart set Waa 
Lady Newly there?" 

"Yes; fatter than ever, and bursting out of 
a anuffy brownish silk. Both ber Awkward 
daughters with ber, one looking ugly in pink, and 
tbe otber looking uglier in bine." 

" Hasb ! don't yen know they entertain mag- 
nificently? And the eldest girl ìs engaged te tbe 
flou. John Flip." 

" He's marrying her for ber money, tben !" 

"Well, that's no affair of oars. He's very 
bigbly connected — and may poasibly straighten 
ap when he's married. You know old Sir Peter 
Newly started life as a bntcher or something of 
that kind, and naturally they want birtb, and 
you cannot bave everything in this world. Of 
course he bas notbing, and bis father-in-law will 
bave to keep him, but Jack Flip is a perfect gen- 
tleman wben he is sober." 

The Inexperìenoed One was silenced. 

" Tbe Toppers were there," she went on again. 

" He waa as fiirty as ever. (I hate a married 

man to go on like that, don't you?) She wore 

that old grey silk of bers." 
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" Not that pearl grey brocade !" cried the 
editor in oatraged tones, dropping her pencii 



" The same. She's had ìt made over twìce. 
It's trimmed with tulle this time. Everyone is 
sick of the 8ight of it. If she would only bave 
it dyed>" she continued, wlatfully. " I thìnk she 
really might have it dyed. The heart grows 
weary o( it." 

" She ought to bum ìt !" retarned the editor. 
" Nothing else has she wom these Ave years past, 
and how l'm to describe it again I don't know. 
It's an old rag ! To think of a woraan with ali 
the money she haa wearing such a thing! No- 
body else would dare to ìnsult a hostess with a 
sight of it." 

" Oh, you'll manage the description, Mrs. 
Taffyem. You know what you are talking abont 
when you begin to speak of ber attire anyway, 
and they say a knowledge of your snbject is of 
great advantage in writing a thing up." 

" None of your nonsense, but hurry up and 
give me a few more. We are spending too mnch 
time talking. The Minceys were there laat 
night?" 

'.' Just Mary Mincey — in pink chiffon. lan't 
she affected? And now that she's going to 
marry young Pursey ber airs are amazing. 
What can she see in that stupìd chnnk of 
bumanity?" 

" I am beginning to think you are not fit for 
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polite Bociety at ali," remarked the editor, 
severely. " Don't you realize that the bright- 
ness of his father's gold would throw a reflected 
brilliaacy oo much duller cooTersational efforts 
than Mr. Pursey is capable of? I myself bave 
beard him say, ' Er — ah, reallj, now !' ìd a most 
entertainiog manner." 

Agaìn the Inexperienced Oue was silenced. 

" Did the Proudleys tum up?" continued 
Mrs. TafEyem. " I do wish tbose girla woald 
get married. l'm so tired of tryiag to make 
tbem sound youDg and lovely — with their pow- 
der and paìnt and false hair!" 

" Wby do yon say anything about tbem, then? 
l'm sure tbey're no beauties — one looking 
ecT&ggy in pale green flimsy staff, the otber a 
fright in yellow." 

" Have to, my dear, their father's a Senator. 
Tellow silk and pale green, did yoa say? Ugh E 
I know bow they appeared !" 

The Inexperienced One watched the editor 
with deepening interest while the note was being 
made 

" Mrs. Prisk as outrageous as ever?" the latter 
looked np to ask. 

" I really don't know whether sbe was up to 
ber usuai form or not, but sbe seemed to keep 
half the men in the room pretty well interested. 
Do you like the way she carries on? And ber 
dress — ìt certainly was Btylish, and she bas 
lovely shoulders and arms, but — " 
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" Oh, I tnow ! She's perfectly dreadful ! I 
wonder that ber husband stands the way ihe 
dresses, and eometimes ber bebavior is appal- 
lÌDg. i believe sbe drinks." 

"Oh, Mrs. Taffyem!" 

" Well, perhapa sbe doesn't — ^bnt if yoa bad 
aeen ber act in the wild way I bave, you would 
think that the most cbaritable construction to 
put OD ber doìngs. But thank you, my dear, for 
your ìnformation. And don't mind tbe way I 
talk. You'll see wbat a nice little paragrapb 
l'Il make of it." 

And next ìssue tbe public were informed that 
" That cbarmìng hostess, Mrs. Brown-Jones, en- 
tertained ber friends at a delightfuUy informai 
dance tbe otber evening. Many of tbe gowns worn 
were partìcularly fresh and dainty. Mrs, Brown- 
Jones was gowned, as usuai, in perfect taste, 
having donned an exquisite Parisian robe of rìcb 
black with effective touches of green and purple. 
Miss Gayley wore a barmonious blending of 
pìnk, yellow and sky-blue, notlceably becoming 
to ber fair skin and auburn bair; while her 
sister, Miss Kate, was mach admired in brilliant 
red, softly veiled in gold-touched ganze of a 
ligbter shade. Sir Peter and Lady Newly were 
accompanied by their two pretty daughters. Lady 
Newly in a handsome brocade of tbe new brown 
that is to be so much worn, tbe youuger ladies 
wearing dainty chiffon frocks, pink and blue 
respectively. By the way, I anderatand that the 
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marriage of Miss Newly to the Hon. John Flip 
is to take place quite soon. Their many friend» 
-wiil be delighted to know that we will stili 
retain them amongat us, as thej intend residing 
in this city. Mrs. Topper looked remarkably 
well in that shade of tender grey ahe so often 
affeots, with soft puffings of misty tulle arranged 
upon the low bodice. The graceful Miss Minc^, 
dresBed in pink, relieved by faint touches of 
cream, was foUowed by admiring eyes, and ber 
staiwart fiancé was the reciplent of many con- 
gratulations. The simple folds and delicate 
green of Miss Proudley's artistìc gown seirved 
admirably to set off her rather frail, spirituelle 
style, and ber sister looked remarkably well in 
yellow silk. Mrs. Frisk, always delightfuUy 
gowned, wore a Worth creation of pale yellow 
and brown. The sweet vivacity and fund of 
innocent merriment possessed by this jolly little 
matron would be sadly missed from amongst us, 
and I trust there is no truth in the on dit that 
Mr. and Mrs. Frisk intend wintering abroad." 

And the Inexperìenced One, reading, learnt 
many things about successful editing, and was 
filled with wonder at the admìrable discretion of 
Mrs. Taffyem. 
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MARY AND MARRIAGE. 

Maky was giving me her latest views regard- 
ing matximony yesterday. 

It's a tb«me she ratber likes to dwell upon 
occasìonally, aad one that ìb always ìnterestiog 
to me, for Mary rarely repeats herself. Ad 
opinion held by her to-day ìb apt to be so changed 
by circumstances or feelings, or some incompre- 
bensìble rearrangement of ber tbougbts, that 
when she brings it out the day after to-morrow 
it ìb a perfect stranger to you and yoQ bave the 
novelty of meeting a new acquaintance. Not a 
week ago she admìtted to me, after spending a 
day witb young Mrs. Cooings, that after ali she 
believed it was " ratber nice to be married and 
bare a pretty home and a darlìng little baby 
and some man to love you that thought you were 
just about perfect." She said that altbougli 
people said and wrote such dreadful tbings now- 
adays, she felt sure tbere were plenty good and 
trae men in the world — ^like Edward Cooings, 
for instance — tbougb, of course, be was not 
quìte to ber taste, tbougb be made Eva a good 
buBband ; and if somebody she loved awfuUy well 
asked ber to marry bìm, sbe tboaght perhaps she 
wouid, and risk it. 
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" You know ìt's an ignoble fate, after ali, to 
be an old mald. People always think you never 
had a chance to get married, and even some care- 
wora woman wìth nine chìldren and a dmnken 
hoBband will say of you, with condescending 
pHy, ' Ah, poor thiog! Bhe's an old maid.' " 

I agreed with her that the position of being 
an " unapproprìated blessing " certainly had ita 
disadvantages. 

" Yes," went on the couTert, " ìt's ali very well 
while yoa're young and pretty and get ali the 
attention yoa wish; but by and by, no doubt, 
whea you get tired of going bere and there, and 
you 8ee ali the other girla married, it must gìve 
one a doleful Bort of feeling, don't you think?'' 
and an expression that augured well for the 
hopes of the omament o( one of the branches of 
a certain bank dawned in Mary'» penaire eyes. 
And this was only three days ago, remember. 

Yesterday she came to inform me that ber 
opinionB regarding the wedded state had nnder- 
gone an entire change. 

She Baid that in ber mind marriage was 
" notbing but slaTery," and assured me that no 
poBsìble CTmsideration could ever induce her to 
enter ita deapìcable bonds. Men were " mean, 
detestable tyrants," and ao on. I won't go overit 
ali, Mary getB rather carried away by her sub- 
ject BometimeB. Suffice it that I gathered that 
the hopes of the ornament of that certain bank 
uìg^t be doomed to dìaappointment ahoold the 
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views of her upon whom they were fixed not 
alter considerably. I felt sorry fot the oma- 
ment ; he^s a youth I take an interest in. 

" And what may be the reaaon for this change 
of front, tbia tjrade against miaerable, mon- 
strouB, contemptible man to whìch you are treat- 
ing me?" inquired I, preeently. 

" I stayed to dinner at Mrs. Smith's last 
night," responded my friend, wìth gloomj terse- 
ness. 

" Oh," said I, Taguely, not quite seeìng the 
point of her reply, and then — a bit irritated by 
ber coDtìnned silence — " they mast bave given 
yoQ something uncommonly bad for dinner!" 

" Thank goodnesa, I don't care what I bave 
to eat — and the meal was good enougb — though 
Mr. Smith fonnd ali sorts of fault wlth tbinga. 
He's a perfect crank, that man; dictatorial, 
domineering, grumpy. We are ali very inti- 
mate, you know, so he didn't trouble to put od 
bis beat company manners for my benefit. Wben 
he carne in he scolded because the house was too 
warm — said ìt was ' funny bow ali women liked 
to cook tbemselves.' When she opened a win- 
dow, complained that the dranght was ' enough 
to blow the hair off one's head.' Made an awful 
row because some paper he tbougbt be bad left 
in a certain place wasn't tbere — said she ' must 
bave let the cbildren tear it up ' — and after- 
wards fonnd it in another pocket. She bronght 
bis slippers and ran around at bis cali like a 
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little dog, and he took it ali as a mattar of 
coaree. But it was at dinner that he really ont- 
shone hìmself. The sonp was cold and the joint 
overdone. 'Why did she always hare potatoes 
cooked the one waj?' and ' What kind of sance 
was that od the canliflower?' (The sauce was 
rather Inmpy, hot what about it?) It was 
'strange she conldn't remember that he didn't 
like lemon fiavorìng in a pudding,' and ' if that 
was the best coffee the cook could make she 
ought to be given her walking-ticket' It 
sounded so small to hear a great man making 
snch a fuss over bis food !" 

I had to admit that Mr. Smith's conversa- 
tional efforts, as reported by Mary, were net 
very edifying. " Perhapa the dinner was had," 
I suggested. " l've some sympatby witb a man 
at the mercy of a conscienceless cook." 

" Not a bit of it ! ThingB were very fair ; but 
men are such greedy animala — always thinking 
about what they'd like to eat or drink ; and they 
are cross and selfish, and I don't want to bave 
anything to do witb tbem ; and an old maid has 
a snap compared witb the lot of the ordinary 
married woman." 

And not giving me time to brìng forward any- 
thing in reply — whicb, baving the happiness of 
the omament at heart, I might bave essayed — 
she was gone. 

Mary has a little way of doing that. If she 

makes any rash statements wbìch she sees yon 
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abont to dìsprove, or snddenly finds herself od 
untenable ground, what does she do? Stay and 
let you show her where she ìs wrong? Not she! 
Off she is, lìke a flash. That'» one trait I don't 
altogether like in Mary. 

Whether it ìs better to marry or to remain 
single is a matter I hare no deeire to discnss. 
I don't say I bave no TÌeìra on the subject — bnt 
if I bave Uiey are not for puhiicatìon. So manj 
people eagerly air their varions experiences, so 
mach valuable adrìce is graciouBly given, such 
quantities of excellent argument prò and con, 
such exhaustiTe dissertations are brought to bear 
upon this ever-timely topic, that the world can 
well get on without further light on the subject. 
The more so as not one creature in a huodred 
availa bimself of the riches of ali this fund of 
wisdom and advice, bnt, barren of ali but bis 
own inclinatioD, makes his choice as it may seem 
good to hìm. 

It is more on the sabject of dinner — dinner as 
an ever-preaent danger in the honsehold, the 
rock upon which countless numbera o( matri- 
moniai barques are wrecked, the trapdoor of 
happinesB, tìie beli that wahes one from one's 
dreams, the man at the door wìth a bill, the 
thief in the night, the snake in the grass, the big 
drum in domeatic discord — that I bave a few 
words to say. 

Mary was to a certain extent correct when she 
stigmatized man as a greedy creature, concerned 
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aboat what he Bhall eat — he may not be midaly 
concemed, bat to Uie best of men dinner is a 
matter of vìtal importaoca There is also some- 
thing in what she saìd about women not caring 
what ìb set before tìiem. 

It is generali^ conceded that the matter of 
dinìng ÌB of much less moment to the gentler eex 
than it ìb to the lorda of creation. " Familiarity 
breeds contempt," and it may be that Constant 
association with things eatable in their crude 
and unfinished state, hnowledge of the necessary 
preliminarieB, a weary dì^ust for the never- 
ending round of preparation, robs one of that 
fine reapect and admiration for a culinary snc- 
cesB that is displayed by the man to whom it is 
introduced in its flnished perfectiou. 

Does the humorist laugh over the eflfort of 
his owD brain? It is the public to whom it is 
dished that thoroughly enjoy his hon-mot. He 
may know it is good and tahe a certain pride in 
his production, but where is the delicate flavor, 
the pungency, that charms those to whom it is 
served? He is so tired combining his materials 
— cutting, paring, weighing, spicing, boiling it 
down and beating it into shape, as it were, that 
he has no relìsh for it and would just as soon 
read anything else. Who would wrìte johes for 
his own delectation? Is it strange that woman 
wonld jnst as soon sit down to bread and jam 
and a cup of tea as cook for herself— or even 
order an elaborate spread? 
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Bnt let ber not fancy that Buch fare wHl fili 
ber husband'a soul witb contentnient. 6e wise, 
wìfe of bis bosom ! He may love you devotedly, 
bnt be careful wbat you feed bìm ou. 

Think of our first parents. What made 
tronble in tbe garden of Eden? Sometbìng Ève 
gave Adam to eat And down tbrough the ages 
tbe wrongdoing of the first woman bas followed 
ber daugbters tbrougb coantlesa generations, 
and to-day the latest man complains of his wlfe 
bitterly, as did tbe first, that she gives bim to 
eat of the things that he shouldn't taste. 

If man Belected bis wìfe for tbe excellence of 
ber domestic TÌrtuee and ber certified ability to 
construct good cakes and pìes, instead of choos- 
ìng ber for tbe sbape of ber nose or tbe fascin- 
ating dimple in ber cheek, things migbt grad- 
aally ìmprore for htm, and dinner presently 
attain that dignity and prominence in the mind 
feminine that it is so well wortby of holding. 

Tbe wise motber of to-day who bas ber daugh- 
ter's happiness in mind, certaìnly tries to teacb 
ber a smatterlng of domestic economy, tbat she 
may be able to, in some degree, bold tbings 
togetber in a house of ber own. At the same 
time, tbat is not allowed to interfere with more 
important matt^rs, it is only a side issue. The 
wise motber realizes that if ber daughter doesn't 
take plenty of time to curi ber haìr, and leam to 
dance gracefully, and play golf and tennis, and 
generally make berself fascinating and agree- 
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able, there is very little pr^pect of ber erer hav- 
ing a home of ber own to preside over, a hus- 
band to do jnstice to — except it may be some 
practical-minded widower with ten childreo who 
wants an inexpensive houeebeeper. This being 
the case, wbat wonder bo many lives are wrecked 
OD "the reef of womaD's woe" — dinner? 

If woman wouid only appreciate the sacred- 
ness of ber obligations in this matter, aad realize 
that ber hnsband'a stomach will be bers to cber- 
lab long after bis beart may bave strayed from 
ber keeping, the importance of it migbt be borne 
in npon ber — 

" Oh I lore far a year, a week, & d&y, 
But the dinner, the dinner cornea every day." 

And ali this wandering disaertation just be- 
cause Mary found exceptton to Mr. Smith'» 
remarks abont wbat was set before bim. It's 
ridiculous! Aa for Mary, sbe will bave to-go 
to cookÌDg-Bchool and leam to object to lumpj 
Bance, or sbe won't prove worthy the love of that 
bank attaché. 
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SENTIMENT. 

We often meet people regarding whom we are 
apt to make up onr minds. The; are ordinarj, 
commonplace, practical perBonages, we think; 
anyone may plaìnly see they bave do sentiment 
about them. Their miads bave evideotly never 
Boared beyond tbe eiiTÌroDments o( tbeìr bodies. 
They bave no imagination. We cannot fancy 
them dreaming dreams or seeìng tìbìods. Tbey 
are altogether prosale, and entirely lacking in 
tbose poetic feelings, that finer touch of sentì' 
ment, that lift their owners to a hlgher piane. 

But it Ì8 well to be chary of jndging from 
manner and ontward appearance. A man may 
be nninteresting, fat, and talk chiekens, whose 
beÌDg ìs filled with a love for the grand and 
beautiful in nature. It is quite posaible for us 
to be vastly mistaken in onr estimate of our 
neighbors. We are as lifeely to overlook their 
finer points as to overestimate our own. 

In the bearts of ali men are poetic feelings — 
aspirations, yearnings, eoftening memories or 
tender hopes, regrets and nndefiued longlngs. 
Probably tbere bave lived comparatively few 
human beings wbo bave not, at some tlme in 
their existence, attempted to express their feel- 
ings in verse. It may bave been very fault; 
verse. They may not bave succeeded, even to 
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their own satisfaction; they may bave qnìckly 
giren up the endeavor, but moved by the stress 
of Bome ìnward etirriiig each has essayed to gire 
voice to his song — and in most cases the produc- 
tions are difTerent from what one might expect 
f rom the singer. 

For instance, there is a famìly liTìug across 
the Btreet from ns. The father is a middle-aged 
man who has made money and rather likes to 
impreso yoa wìth the fact, while not caring to 
have the circomstances of his yonth referred to. 
Bald-headed and stout, envìably succeasful in 
business, a good hnsbaod and father, thoo^ a 
trifle impatient of bis youngest son's want of 
attention to bis booka — apparently enjoying his 
prosperity to the full — one might almost be Bur- 
priaed to flnd sach retrospects as the foUowing 
stored away in bis desk. Yet tbere tbey are. 

MY TOUTH 

When I was but a growìng ìaà, 

A little shaver quite, 
Wìth coata th&t always got too short 

And boots that grew too tight, 
I had to split the kindllng-wood. 

And clear the snow away. 
And brlng the cow, and go to sohool. 

And dldn't get much play. 

I nsed to hate to cle&n my boots, 
And wash my hands for school ; 

I thought the boy who liked hù books 
Uiut be an awful tool ; 
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I loathed the m&ny messagea, 

And ìdled wlth my cIiuiiib ; 
I hated sittiDg stili in church ; 

Oh, my, I hated suma t 

But, looking backward through the years, 

It seems to me to-day 
I must have had a happy Ufe 

Io those days far away. 
Then I was longing for the time 

Wben I shouid be a aiao. 
And now it eeema to me Pd lìke 

To be a boy again. 
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Eind memory, like a friend who tells 

Of only pleos&nt things, 
Omittìng ali unkind remarks, 

RecDunting not the stings, 
BringB onlf to me now the tale 

Of what in youth waa good — 
I might not llke to be a boy. 

And yet— I think I would. 

Hìb wife, a motherly little body, exeellent as 
a housekeeper and given to waitìag on her bus- 
band and spoiling ber boys, aurelj never relìeved 
ber rebelliouB mìnd by gettìng off tbe wicbed 
parody tbat may be found lyìng at tbe bottoni 
of at| old work-box of bersi Here it ia: 

HIS MOTHEB. 

(bt ma wtPB.) 

Who ms it that waa perfect quite, 
Of wliom I bear, from moro till night, 
Tbat everything she did was right ? 
Tfia Mother. 

Who fcd him always with the beat, 
And on his piate sweet dainties presaed, 
And realized a man must rest ? 
His Mother. 

Who was it always brushed his clothes, 
And never left undamed his hose. 
And kept his sUppers near his toes ? 
His Motber. 

Whofie home-made bread waa alwaye l%ht, 
Her pie-cruBt short, her picldes right, 
Her kitchen clean, her kettle bright ? 
His Mother. 
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Who thought there was hÌ9 equal noDe, 
And leti no mortai tlUng undone 
To fully spoil ber only son ? 
HÌB Mother. 

And now that ahe has come to stay. 
And guide me in the proper way 
To treat ber boy, it's just, I aay, 
A bother. 

I love bim dearly, bui, you aee, 
I sometimee kind of tbink if be 
Wouid praise, and wajt a bit on me, 
l'd rutber. 

It may be, tbougb, wben I am dead. 
And niunber two reigns bere instead, 
Talee of my perfect ways ebe'll dread— 
That other. 

Meantime, thougb ali my feelings rise, 
I crush ttaem, amile, let Ma advise, 
Fot faultless in my husband'e eyes 
l8^",Mothep." 

If she did wrìte ìt it must bave been in the 
very early days of her marrìed lìfe — ^before she 
rightly apprecìated her mother-ìn-law. 

Now sentiment is what one might naturally 
expect from the pretty eighteen-year-old daugh- 
ter. She has not known a care in the world, 
bas nerer known sorrow or disappoìntment, 
eujoys perfect health, and has an elìgible lover 
who is devotioD itself — sbe will surely sing of 
Love, Hope and Happìneas. But no; she has 
imagination — indefinite sort of yearnings. Per- 
haps ìt ia, being so young and pretty and alto- 
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gether happy, that imaginary woes bave a pleaa- 
ìng (ascÌDation for ber, and in tbe locked diary 
tìbat ÌB sacred to tbe outpourìngs of ber inmost 
soni one need not wonder to flnd Bucb barrowing 
wailB as ibis : 

And wìlt thou come to my sileot tomb 

When the d»isie8 deck the eod, 
Wlien the bb^ sing sweet, and gold la the wheat. 

And the suinmer grwses nod ? 

ìij heart Ìb broken i my Ufe is dead ; 

Oh, how can I longer bear 
Thìs paio aod Iosa, this bitter cross, 

This burden of woe and care P 

Ah I LoTe, that imknowmg hast passed me by, 

Wilt tbou come to my eilent tomb 
When tbe birds elng sweet and gold Ls tbe wheat. 

And the daisies are in bloom F 

Oh, say, when this dreary life te o'er, 

Wilt thou shed a tear for me. 
And braathe a aigb for the daya gone by. 

And ber, who dled for theeP 

She probably wept copioasly darìng the writ- 
ing of this pathetic effort, and had a comfort- 
able feeling as sbe laid it away that tbere were 
unfathomable depths to ber being; emotions and 
posaibilitìes were hers that even ber loyer failed 
to appreciate. 

Cbarlie, the youngest boy, is a delicate lad of 

tìiirteen. Of a timid and sensitive dispoaitìon, 

the otber boys rather buUy him. This, perbapa, 

is one reason for bis objection to the patbs of 
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learning. His parents, who are undecided 
wfaether to put him in a bank or educate him for 
the ministry, would be considerably astoniahed 
did they know the martìal aapìrations, the un- 
bridled longings for a wild and roviug existence 
that surge and throb and bum wìthìn his boy- 
ish breast This efEusion — ^which waa written 
on the page of his copybook where the intention 
had evìdently been that he shonld inscrìbe Innn- 
merable times " Zealously Endeavor to Improve " 
— may not be a perfect compositiou, any more 
than the others are, but ìt carries ita meaning 
clearly : 

rd Uke to be a saìlor bold, 

Th« raging main to roam. 
And pa«e tlie decka aod be shiprecked. 

And bring ricb treasuies home, 
rd like to be a warrior brave. 
And figbt aod lick the foe : 
And wbat care I though deatb be nigh, 

To Glory I would go. 
rd aweful like to be a chief. 

And lead my braves to war. 
And scalp the other injìn men. 

And whoop, and yell, and roar. 
Or a cowboy, rìding a bronko wild, 

Vnth big boote, and armed to the teeth : 
And a belt and fringe, and a wild QertM look 

Tbat scaree folka moat to deatb. 
I wleb I might be a deteketive smart. 

And catcli the villain bold. 
And get rewarda and praise and that. 
And about me bave storici told. 
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And I sometimes think if I couldn't be liìm 
Twould be grate, thoogh of course not right, 

To be a reckless robber bold. 
And break into ttiinga at night. 

Then a sircus man haa a glorìous life. 

And a hunter's wild and free ; 
I want no books but Nature'a looks, 

'Bleeve m run away to sea. 

There seem to have been odds and ends of 
favorite authora muumg through bis mìnd, and 
hÌB spelling ìs a little uncertain — but on tbe 
wbole Cbarlie's a good writer. 

Uutil a few weeks ago it never occurred to 
tbe eldest aon, who ìa athletic and not mncb of 
a ladies' man, tbat poetrj was worth reading. 
He was tbe sort of man tbat considera Tennjson 
maudlin, and jeers at love. Bnt at a tennis tea, 
to wbicb, mncb agaìnst bis will, be bad to take 
bis sÌBt«r, he bappened to be asked to look after 
a little dark-eyed girl who didn't know a thing 
abont Bports — but waa awfuUy anxious to leam. 
She made euch an ìntelligent listener, and said 
he was Bucb a good explainer, and told hint so 
innocently that she never saw anyone so big and 
strong as be was, and looked up at him out of 
ber pretty brown eyes, and altogetber seemed 
Bach a sensible sort of girl, tbat be couldn't help 
rather liking the poor little thing. 

She must be qnìte an antbority on games now, 

for he tf^es ber to everything that ia going on, 

and goefi to see her three evenings a week to 

S04 



byGoogIc 



SENTIMENT 



clear ap aoy pointe she may not qnìte nnder- 
Btand. I expect ìt won't be long before he tries 
verse-making. Even now there is a preoecupied 
look in bis eyea, as if he vere searchìng hia mind 
for something to work np satisfaetorily with 
brown eyes and raven treeses. 

By the way, bave you noticed how much eaeier 
it is for a novice to weave blue eyes and golden 
tresses iato toaching and love-laden rbyme than 
to apostrophize darker charms? So many suit- 
able and telling words are easìly found to rfayme 
with blue — trae, sue, woo, you, adieu — oh, 
numberg of them! But if ber eyes are brown 
or black, what bave you? — town, clown, down, 
nonn ; clack, tack, sadt, rack — none of them any 
good at ali to express your feelings. A dark 
girl will keep you stroggling for weeks when you 
could dash off a beantiful thing inspired by 
blonde loveliness in next to no time. If you 
bare not already fallen in love — and think of 
inditing verses to ber when you do — be advised 
and fix your attentions upon a fair girl. 
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Mabt laid a bnndle of papera and magazìnes 
OD the table before seatiog herself. 

" I am on a debate," announced she, import- 
antly, evidently too filled with ber own affaìrs 
to gire time to tbe usuai greetings. 

" Ob, are you?" said I, in some sarprise — not 
in my mind readily associating ber witb such 
doiogs. 

"Tee. Onr Yoang People's Association la 
having a debate at its meeting next week, and 
Mra. Gresbam, wbo is getting up the programme, 
ìnaists on my takìng part. They say I nerer do 
anything. It's on Woman's Suffrage, and I 
tbink perbaps it will be rather fun — if I can 
think of anything to aay. l'd sooner lieten." 

" And what do you know on the anbject of 
Woman's Suffrage?" inquired I. 

" Nothing wbatever," said ahe, comfortably, 
" and 80 I bave come to you to teli me ali aboat 
it." 

I recognized tbe implied compliment, yet felt 
that Mary was just a bit too casual. 

" Now, wbo'a getting up this subject, may I 
ask? You or I?" 

" I am," retumed ^e, nnabashed. " Bot yon 
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know well enough I never wanted a vote! I 
bnow nothiag about woman's righta — and care 
less. Now, you read the papers. You really 
ought to bave tbe questions of tbe day at your 
finger eods !" and she actually looked at me with 
an air of bigb severity. " I did expect, at leaat, 
tbat you wouid be able to teli me wfaich side I 
bad best be on to get tbe sympatby of tbe 
audience. I bave my cboice, but must decìde by 
to-morrow." 

I never bave the heart to refase help to Mary 
when sbe is in a quandary. 

" Of course I can give you some of the stock 
argumeuts on each side," conceded I, " but yon 
will bave to work it out for yourself more or 
less. Suppose you settle on whicb side you wish 
to ai^e. Tbe best thiag you can do is to go 
home and read up some of tbose articles I see 
you have. Tben come back this afternoon and 
we will thresh out the great qnestion over a cup 
of tea. l'U belp you ali I can — thoogh I can- 
Dot promise that will be mucb." 

Sbe roee assentingly and gatbered up ber food 
of Information. 

"I think l'il be against having votes," medi- 
tated sbe. " What do women want the saffrage 
for anyway? l'm sure / don't! I bave no sym- 
patby whatever with a lot of silly, screaming, 
agìtating creature» tbat wouId be better at home. 
AH tbe men are dead set against the movement — 
and I do want to be on the wìnning side. l'il be 
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against it, wouldn't you? There are no good 
reasons for women wantiog to vote." 

I saw she had made np ber mind and really 
did not ask advice. 

" By the way," inquired I, as she reached the 
door, " are yon thinking of wearing that hat?" 

" I don't know," tuming in snrprìae. " What 
faaB that to do with it? It's a trifle elaborate 
for the morning, isn't it? But I wore it to^ay 
just to let yon see it Do yon think it pretty?" 

" Mary," said I, ìmpressively, as I critically 
regarded the feathers curling about ber dainty 
ear, " take my advice. You wear that hat and 
your new directoire gowD, and you'll be on the 
winning side — whichever side you take." 

Bhe deigned only a tosa of her pretty head and 
a Bupercìlions glance over her shoulder as she 
ief t me. 

It was the next day before I saw her. 

" Well, * Anti,' " was my greeting. " I suppose 
you bave gathered a crushing array of facts and 
deductiouB that will utterly aanihilate the argu- 
menta of those who espouse the cause of the 
mlstaken, unwomanly, clamoring suffragette." 

" Do yon know," confessed my friend, slowly 
and rather uncertainly, " the faet is that I am 
not so Bure that I want to be on that side after 
ali. I bave been looking into the question — I 
never did so before — and between ourselves " — 
here she suddenly took a finn stand — " I think 
it is preposterous that women bave not had votea 
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long ago. How dare meo refuse euch a reason- 
able reqaest?" 

I sat back and looked at ber. Long as I bave 
known Mary, I am stili capable of snrprise at 
ber lightniiig cbanges of attitude. A balf-smile 
dimpled ber face, and sbe seemed amused at ber 
own change of front, even wbile pulling me np 
sbarply. 

" Stop looking at me as ìf I faad two beads — 
I suppose I may cbange my miod if I like ! — and 
gire me some good reasons, ìf you can, wby 
womau èhould be refused tbe fraucbìse. By tbe 
way, ' francbise' just means tbe privil^c of Tot- 
ing. Somebow I always tbougbt it bad to do 
witb Btreet-cars or electric light or telephones, 
or Bometbing a company bad to get, didu't you? 
And ' suffrage,' tbat simply means a voice in 
decidìng tbinga, a vote. I looked it up, and it 
has notbing to do with 'snfferings' or 'sufferage.' 
Wby, you know," confided sbe, " I remember not 
so long ago actually baving a bazy notion that 
ìt meant sometbìog like sufiferìng — suffragiat 
seemg as if it migbt be tbat, too — wben tbey get 
arrested and pnt in prison and ali tbat." And 
sbe laugbed witb delicious ingenuousness. 

I laugbed, too. It wouldn't hurt Mary to con- 
Bult tbe dictionary even oftener than sbe dcea. 
Sbe may bave read my thoughta, for sbe conceded 
bastily, witbont admiration: 

*'0h, of course pou knew tbe exact meaning! 
You always bave your nose bnried in the dìc- 
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tìonary. I forgot tbat Bnt now brìng for- 
ward Bome good reasons why women should not 
have Totee," pereisted she, once more getting 
down to business. 

" Wel!, to b^in with, the other side will assert 
that, take ber in the vast majority, she doea not 
icant a vote. A few spinstere of «ncertain age, 
and strong-minded women past their first youth 
are makiog ali the fnss. Mind jou, they are ali 
old and ngly and unsexed (whatever Óiat may 
be), aad it is a pity they are not at home minding 
babies and darning socks and — " 

" She doesn't tcant a vote !" ioterrupted Mary. 
" Look at the years aad years she has been ask- 
ing for it. Look at the tbousands of women 
to-day, young, old and middle-aged, rich and 
poor, of every social grade, who are expreseiog 
by erery means in their power their desire for 
a right to vote, and their determination to win 
such coneession from Parliament! She 'doesn't 
want ' a vote !" 

" Yes, yes, she may say she doea, but women 
don't know what they do want anyway." 

"That's just where men are mistaken. 
Women alwaya do know what they want — and 
very ofteo they say it, too. Why, Ève, the very 
first woman, knew esactly what she wanted. 
She wanted clothes. And ali down the ages the 
cry has come, ' Clothes, clothes ! give me 
CLOTHES, plenty of them and pretty ones !' And 
the desire of the last woman ia ezpressed in Ute 
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wordB of the first, ' Clothes! I bave no elothes! 
I am Bimply naked!' Surely every man will 
admit that. I fancy I won't bave much diffl- 
cnlty in refating the argument that woman does 
not know what ehe wants." 

t agreed that the poìnt was well taken. 

" If you come to that, it is ma» who doesn't 
know what he wants. Look at Adam. Dìd he 
know what he wanted? No. The Lord only 
koew what Adam waoted, and He gave it to him. 
Adam waoted a wife. To do him justice, man, 
aft€r he was once showD his need, recognized it, 
and ever since, one of the first things he asks 
for when he comes to man's estate is a wife." 

I began to tbìnk that Mary mìght help win 
tbat debate od more than ber good looks. 

" You might intimate, also, that eren yet, with 
regard to a wìEe's perfectìons, the Lord only 
knows what some meo want," snggested I. 

" N-o," said Mary, slowly and thougbtfully, 
" perbaps I had best keep away from tbat. It's 
too tme. I don't wish to hnrt their (eeliogs. 
What do you think the ' against ' ones will say 
next?" 

" Um — um — they may state that if she were 
given a vote woman wouid not know what to do 
with ìt — or else, in the perrersity of the feminine 
character, once baving secured the privil^e she 
would not Dse it" 

"Let ber do what she likes with it!" cried 

Mary, with some beat. " Let ber wear it in ber 
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hat, or bang ìt on the wall, or moke a centrepiece 
of ìt. It 18 Dot as if it were something that 
mi^t esplode and kiH everyone in sight if she 
dìdn't know how to haodle it! Really, it is 
comical to read some of the nonseose about ' pro- 
tecting her ' from somethìog that apparentlj (in 
the mindg of men) might bave some avfnl con- 
seqaences. She might find some new and ori- 
ginai way to use a vote, hot that has to be 
proved. It is easy to make assertiona. I main- 
tain tbat the ordinary woman is quite as capatale 
of understanding affaire of state and forming 
an individuai opinion on a question as a raw 
country youth of twenty-one who doesn't know 
bis hay-foot from bis straw-foot, or an ignorant 
foreigner who bas not been in the conntry long 
enough to team its language, apart from mas- 
tering its politicai problems. Oranted tbat sbe 
takes little interest in politics at present— witb 
some exceptìons — wbat is the object of ber doing 
so? Sbe is powerless. When she begins to take 
an intelligent interest she Is apt to become rest- 
less in contemplation of ber positìon in the com- 
munity— classed with infanta, Indians, idiots 
and inmates of prisons. That is the list of those 
having no vote», is it not?" 

" But I nnderstand infants and Indians are 
wards of the Government, and — " 

"Well, you and I are no longer infants, so 

we are not wards of the Government; we are 

sane, we are not criminal» — so the State is mak- 

213 



by Google 



SUFFRAGE 



ing no proTisioQ for us. We are amenable to 
ali the laws, like meu are. We pay taxes. We 
Bhould have votes if we want them. Now I 
think of it, what are the rìghts and privll^es o( 
Magna Cbarta that the meo forced that old klng 
to give them? lan't one of the things no taxa- 
tìon wìthont representation? Why don't tax- 
paying women come in on that, if it were noth- 
ing else? The men had to fight for their privi- 
lege» then, and they are going to defend them 
now (qnìt« foi^tting that women are jastifled 
in followìng their ezample). It's a caae with 
them, seemingly, of ' What we bave we'U hold.' 
Poor tliing! I bave some sympathy with man 
after ali. He is, in a way, driven to hìB last 
ditch. ' Here,' says he, ' woman has obtained 
entrance to nearly ali the professions and walkB 
of life aforetìme aacred to uàn, and now she 
wants to take my vote. It is my very own, the 
iusìgnia of my saperiorìty. I will defend it 
with my life. She shall not Aaw it!'" 

" That was dramatic. Oet that effect in the 
debate, Mary," commended I, encouragìngly. 

" It— " repeated the speaker, meditatively, tak- 
ing no notice of my words, " that gives me an- 
other idea. One might really suppose from the 
fusa the men make that there was to be only one 
vote in a household, and that the woman waa 
golng to take it away (rom ìts lawful owner, pnt 
on ber bonoet and go to the polis, leaving him at 
home to mind the baby! There woold be votes 
£13 
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enon^ to go aroand, would there not? Every 
man woald have io effect two votes, instead of 
only one as at present, for he would bare bis 
own Tote JQBt as qow — and he might beat bis 
wife aud make ber vote tbe waj he wìshed, even 
if she Hboald fancy casting bera in acme otber 
direction." 

" Ab ! there yon come to another stock argn- 
ment against woman suffraga. It would cause 
borrible diasension in otberwise happy bomes. 
See bow meo argue on politicai questiona and 
bow hot thej get — what bittemeas comea through 
partìaanabip, and so od. If Pa sbould be a 
Reformer and Ma hold Oonaerrative views, we 
are told that they would flght like cat and dog, 
and domeatic peace would be a bygone tbing." 

" If married people allow themselves to qnar- 
rel tbey will always flnd aomethìng to argne 
about — if it's ooly the hanging of the curtains. 
A mutuai interest ahould be a bond of union/' 
cried Mary. " Just think. Pa need never leave 
hia own coay flreside to diacuas the great quea- 
tions of tbe day; he could talk them over witb 
Ma. Or tbey might botb put on their bats and 
Sally fortb to politicai meetinga together. like 
tbey go together to churcb or theatre nowadays. 
It is likely tbey woald get home before two ìn 
the moming and be able to find the keyhole — 
but I don't know tbat tbat would be any dìaad- 
vantage, Woman would acquire a broader outr 
looki Matterà of real moment to humanlty 
SU 
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migbt take tìie place in conversatioii of ìdle 
g<»BÌp, scandal and discassion of serrauts and 
fasbioDB. The time now frittered in afternoon 
teas and bridge might be given to matters of 
public interest, and domestic affairs be no more 
neglected than at preseot. A woman's lite need 
not be gìven over to politics because she Las a 
vote aod takea the interest of a citizen in ber 
country, any more thau a man need n^lect bis 
boainess for the aame reason. Aa it is, womep 
take a great interest in ali that ia for the better- 
ment of hnmanìty and the good of the country. 
They are good otganizers and excellent can- 
rassers." 

"Yes, and candidate» willingly make use of 
th^ ìnfluence to wìn seats. In elections ali 
over Great Britaìn important women take, and 
for years bave taken, their part aa canvassers, 
organizers, demonatrators. They do ìt more 
there than our women do bere in Canada." 

" It is poasible," mused Mary, evìdently stili 
contemplating the aubject of politics in the fam- 
ily, " it ia poasible that politicai leanings migbt 
in a measure take the place of religious dìfFer- 
encea. Bnppoae, for inatance, some bigoted old 
Conaerratire stormìng, when approached by a 
prospective son-in-law of Liberal tendencìea, 
' What ! my daughter marry a Beformer ! When 
ber motber and I and our people before as bave 
always been good Conaervatives, and ahe bas 
been bronght up in the aame faith! Never, air! 
816 
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Not with my conaent Bhe must marry in ber 
owQ party, or you moBt turo with ber— or at 
least promiBe that the childrec sball be brought 
up CoQserratiTes.' " 

Wbeo our langhter ceased I reminded ber — 
" About taxes, Mary. They'll take yon np on 
that Women pay taxea on property and in- 
coine, but I think tbey don't pay a poll-tax." 

" Oh, don't they?" with interest " And what 
ìs a poll-tax?" 

I glanced towards my booksbelf, wiUing to 
fnrther impresa my careless friend witb the 
merita o( seeking knowledge at its fountain-bead. 
" Let US get tbe die — " 

'* Noi" cried Mary, rebellionsly, " I toon't look 
in your old dìctionary! I know uear enough. 
Poli is the place they go to vote or Bometbing. 
Yon teli me." 

I felt for a moment like beiug severe witb 
Mary and lettiag tbe definition go at that — 
besides I was not quite sure myself, and I wanted 
a glance. 

" Tbe poll-taz," said I clearly and eoldly, " is 
a personal tax levied on each man, under certain 
circnmstances, and paid by bim every year." 

" Ob, a head tax. Well, why sbonld a woman 
not pay that, too?" 

" Sbe bas no head wortb taxing, I suppose." 

"Tbere," said Mary, slowly, after apparent 

consideration of tbis viewpoint, " tbere, it aeems 

to m^ one gets an excellent conceptìon of tbe 
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whole ìnealtÌDg, arrogant attitude of meo ou the 
questioD. I begìn to nnderstaud some clever, 
lai^-mìnded and capable womeo being so irri- 
tated bj contemplation of certain of the elec- 
torate who are tacitlj accepted as being men- 
tallj superior, that when they consider the 
matter it makes them wild. Àny irreaponsible, 
drunkeu loat carries weight simplj becaose he 
is a man; while oor s^, no matter how well 
qualified by mental power, depth of understand- 
ing and mature jndgment, are conated out 
— women who bave in many iustances large prò- 
perty ioterests, who have brought children into 
the world, and have no voice in makiog the 
laws that shall aCfect them. It does not seem 
quite fair." 

" Don't foi^t that apinsters and widows 
enjoy municipal privìleges in many cases." 

" That ìa one reaaon it ìb ali so inconsistent. 
And then women lose even tbeir poor little 
municipal votes when they marry, while meu 
have been known to vote for years after tèey 
were dead. The records of auy electìon wiU 
show you that! I am not sure that it is alto- 
gether a compliment man paya himself whep he 
decides that a woman who ia so (oolish as to 
marry ia not wiae enoogh to be allowed to retala 
her voting power." 

" Well, probably he knowa beat Poasibly he 
thinks he can give her enongh to do to look after 
him when ahe.gets him." 
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" To my thinkiog," ìgnoring my last aoggea- 
tion, " a true marriage shouid add to the rea- 
B0D8 for a woman haTing a TOte, aa by marriage 
she gains added dignitj and social iodepeodeDce. 
The day ia gone whea a man bought bis wife, 
body and soul. Love and mntoal intereeta are 
what hold people t<^eth^ — and th«r aoiae (A 
daty to those abont them. Tben agaìn," Ae 
contioned, "think what a lot of extra mon^ 
wouid go to the Oovemmeot ì( womeo were 
enfranehised and taxed." 

" The other side will teli yon that their has- 
banda would bave to pay it." 

"Net them!" (evidentty meanìng the hoB- 
baods) " and if they dìd, what of it? It would 
only mean a featber lesa for ber hat. But I am 
certain most women would be quite willing to 
Bave or earn the few doUara reqnired, wbeu they 
once realized the vaine to them of a voice in 
their country's govemmeot — and you bave to 
pay taxes on a dog!" Mary is amusing. 

" Tbey will teli you that woman'a greateat 
Btreugth is that quiet moral influence that ia an 
inspiration to man, and that ehe will lose ali 
tbis weight, and irretrievably lower herself, if 
ahe sboold come forward and cast a ballot for 
a member of parliament." 

" If there ia any trntb in thia influence of 

woman for great good that one bears meo talk- 

ing so grandly about, why not atrengthen ber 

position by giving ber a vote, and so enable ber 
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to help do Bome of the things she now dreams — 
the reforms and advancements she now advo- 
cates and pleads with men to earry by their 
Totes. Ab society ìb now constituted, are Dot 
many womeu forced to attain their euds by coax- 
ing, wheedling and degrading gubterfuge — ' man- 
aging'? Oh! when I get a huBband I hope he 
woo't be one of tbese pigheaded, narroW'mÌQded 
men oue has to manage. I would like to be able 
to be franic and open with him and feel that, 
within limitations, he woold respect and allow 
my individuai views — knowing that my wifely 
respect and love would inflaeuce me to fall in 
with bis ideas and wìshes in ali possible ways." 

"They will teli yoa that women would vote 
for a candidate because they admired bis eyes 
or the shape of bis noBe, or liked the way he did 
bis baìr. Tbey wouid bare no trae understand- 
ing of poIiticB." 

"I deny it! And if they did, wbat of it? 
That is just one of the mean thingB men would 
say — and it ìb their own sex that is swayed by 
personal beauty to an extent womeu can uever 
nnderstand. As for grasping politicai matters, 
do you kuow, the word * polìtics ' is somethìng 
I did look up in the dictìonary, for I felt I bad 
always takeu ìt too much for granted, and 
Bcarcely bnew clearly wbat ìt meant. The defi- 
nìtiou I found bad much to do in decidìng me. 
Here is what I fonud." 

She read a note : 

SU 
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"'Politica — that part of ethics' (and ethics 
is tbe science of human duty) 'whìch has to do 
witb the regulatioD aod government of a natioQ 
or Ktate; the preservation of ita Bafety, peace 
and prosperity; tbe defence of ita ezistence 
against foreign control or conqueat; the ang- 
meotation of ita streagth and resoarcea; the 
protection of ita cìtizens in their rights, with the 
preservation and improvement of their moralB. 
In a bad sanse it means artfal or diahoneet man- 
agement to secare the success of party measures 
or Bchemes.' " 

She laid down the extract and looked at me 
impressively. 

" Kow, if there is anything in the trae defi- 
nìtioD of politics tbat makes it improper for 
any decent woman, with loyalty to country and 
love of hnmanity in ber heart and just the 
average amount of ordinary common sense in 
ber head, to seek to take part in, I would lìke 
yott to point it out. And if potitics has come 
to be considered as such only in ita bad sense^ 
it is high time a purifying t^ement were intro- 
duced." 

She waited a moment, but I fonnd notbiug 
special to say. 

"Certainly party divisions might not be so 
Btrongly emphaeized if there were universal suf- 
frage. People might endeaTor to try how far 
tbey could work together, inatead of each party 
striring to secure and retain power by hook or 
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by crook. Look at the colonies where women 
have the suffrage. (By the way, they were the 
first to offer Hubstantìal aid to Britaìn's navy.) 
They seem doiog pretty well. It haan't taken 
a wheei off, or anything, ìd their case, has it?" 

I coDldn't say that it had. 

" I have been readìng aboot Finland, where 
they actually have women in parliameot. There 
the people were so oppressed by tyrannical Bas- 
sian rale that the entire population combined 
and, working together, freed themselveg from the 
yoke. The men fonnd the benefit of havìng the 
women help, and were willìng that they should 
share in the politicai freedom so obtaÌDed — 
decent of them, too, wasn't it?" 

" Bnt, Mary," remonstrated I, after we had 
both approved of the men of Fìnland, " to come 
back to the women of our own Dationality, even 
supposing women are asking only for a reasou- 
able privilege, why do they go abont ìt io such an 
uoseemly manner? Such estreme and nnwom- 
anly tactics, such vulgar aggressiveness! Wby 
are they not quiet and ladylike and reasonable 
in their requests, making them through proper 
channels? They'll ask you that, for aure." 

" Reasonable!" cried the lately-dereloped 
Champion of votea for women. " Th^ bare 
been working in a reasonable way and through 
the accepted channels for forty years, only to 
be pnt aside and derided. I don't blame Uiem 
for trying some other method. They are forced 
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ÌDto ìt. The; are doing it to make the Oorem- 
ment look tboroughly ridìculoua in refuBÌng the 
reqaeat. The prominent meo cannot be alwajs 
roDolDg Bhrieking to policemeo for protectioD — 
'Bave me! Sbe's after me agam! Take ber 
away, o-o-Oh ! Take ber awat !' It's as funny 
as a Punch-and-Jndy sboir. Reaeonable, indeed ! 
For tbat matter, did you ever know a man that 
lìked to see a reasonable woman? Sbe ìrritates 
htm. He doeBn't understand reaaoo in a woman. 
It*B the unreasonable women that get what they 
want. The trouble wìth tbese ' women's rights ' 
women of former years was tìiat alwaya they 
were ftw too reasonabte. They dressed plainly 
and sensibly, wore easy boots, cared not for 
fashion, and didn't curi their hair. And their 
argomenta were so clear, reasonable and to the 
poìnt that men couldn't abide them. Between 
oureeKeB," she drew oearer to me confidentially, 
" wby doesn't woman simply say sbe wants the 
Buffrage — gire no reason, but just say sbe wants 
it — aod if further pressed she might say she 
wants it 'because.' Then men who are used 
to sweethearts, wives and daughters wonld at 
last understand, and would know she must bave 
it. Let ber sit and cry. Let her storm a little 
and Btamp ber foot. (See that it is small and 
very neatly shod, thougb.) Let ber refuse to 
be sootbed or bought off with aoythìng else. It 
won't be long before some gallant, protecting 
and indulgent man will arise, tum desperately 
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and fariously on the legislatore and say, * Bhe's 
crying! Don't you see she's cryìng? How dare 
you make her cry? Can't you give her what she 
wanta? What?- She wants it; surely that's 
enough. If you don't (et her have it l'U know 
the reason why — and there are more men like 
me!' That's the pian / wouid advocate. l'd 
get after some of these pretty, petted wlres and 
daughters of American millionairee, interest 
them in the cause, and get them to slt aronnd 
saying, 'Poppa, I want a vote; get me a vote.' 
Now that ladies of rank ìn England have set 
the fashion, it shonld not be difHcuIt to win con- 
Terts in Canada and the States." 

The mingied humor and serìousness in her 
face was a study. 

" Besides, ali the reasonable people of both 
sezes have been convinced long ago. It is only 
the prejadiced, self-wìUed and unreasonable that 
remain to be considered. But, seriously, it ìs 
a matter of education. The justice of equal 
Huffrage must appeal to every one who thinks 
the thing cut. In years to come ali tbat is ludi- 
crous in the present campaign will be forgotten. 
A future generation will flnd it hard to under- 
stand why sucfa opposition was sbown to so rea- 
sonable a request. Mrs. Pankhurst and Chris- 
tabel will rank wìth the great reformers of bis- 
tory. The list will be, Pankhurst, Peel, Pitt— " 

" Oh, Mary, if the Houses of Parliament conld 
bear you I" 
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"They'll bave to listen before long to what 
thej are closing tbeir ears to dow," and she 
Dodded aagely; "aod really I fancy theyll be 
a little sorry they hadn't the wit to grasp the 
situatioD, and the grace to accept and approve 
the solidifyiog of the nation that votes for 
women wonld gtve. The govefnnionts in refus- 
ing women equal citizenship are throwing away 
the reBOurcea of the country — good material, 
ready to their hands — because it ìs net ezactly 
what they have been accastomed to make ose 
of; and tradition, custom and self-sufflciency 
loom Bo large in their eyes that they are blinded 
to changing conditioDS that bave grown up 
around tliem. They'll have to gire the women 
votes. Public men cannot afford to be made 
80 rldiculouB. They might perbaf» resist any 
other form of attack. This unmanly attempi 
to terrorize and cr-r-r-ash the Buffraj^sts only 
makes the contrary onee more determined in 
their demanda, the quiet, tbìnking ones ìndig- 
nant, and the men themselres laughing-stocks." 
She spoke with conviction. 

" What about this other section of disapprov- 
ing and shocked women — the Antl-Suffrage So- 
ciety — who are b^^ng the authorities tobe firm 
and Dot to gire a secondary and rightly less 
important sex any voice in the affair» of their 
country?" 

" Oh, that's a great bid for masculine appro- 
bation, ìsn't it?" laughed Maiy. "The ailly 
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things ! And how the men mast langh at them, 
though they teli them what good, good girla they 
are. Theirs is the smu^est assumption of 
proper womanly snbjection to a superior crea- 
tioa that I ever heard of. It ought to ' fetch ' 
him." 

" And the men, the Anti-Suffrage Society men 
ateo, that are worlting desperately to quell the 
unwomanly nprialng?" I pressed. 

Mary dld not answer this directly. 

" Unfortunate that the name of that important 
and august body should lend itself to the abbre- 
viatìon it does," eoramented she, her eyes twink- 
ling. " It is known far and wide as the great 
A. S. S-, isn't it?" 

I langhed. 

" I am b^nning to think yon don't need much 
help, Mary. You will be equal to meeting the 
argumenta of the other side, on the spur of the 
moment, with yoar own effeetive reasonings. 
But what are yon going to say when they main- 
tain that women ehould bave no part in law- 
makìng when they are not fitted to administer 
the law; that there is danger that they might 
embroil the nation in war though they never 
could be aoldiers?" This seemed rather a poor 
argument, even to myself, as the soldiers of the 
Eing's regular army are deliberately disfran- 
chised — but I advanced it for what it waa worth. 

" I will remind them that the very figure of 
Justìce is a woman, that our greatest and wisest 
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ruler was Victoria the Good — and what of Joan 
of Are, wlio led an army? To he snre thf mpn 
of former days had a simple dìrectness of pro- 
cedure witb QDUsual women. The fair Maid of 
Orleans was nltimately bumt at the stake, 
wasn't she? If the meo of to-day might onlj 
take the leaders among the saffragists and bum 
'em as witches, how ìt would BÌmplify matterà !" 

" They will teli you that a queen takea coun- 
sei of ber minÌBters, that in reality it is they 
who guide the ship of state." 

" Stili, with the ruler remains the supreme 
power to veto or approve a measure. And it 
seems to me that if a woman was admittedly 
worthy of goremìng a great nation like ours — 
with the highest wisdom and a thorough grasp of 
public aSairs — if while doing this she could be 
a perfect wife and mother, a model to ali ber 
subjects in dignity, true womauliness and do- 
mestic virtues, it is possible that an ìntelligent 
interest in public affair», the responsibility and 
pririlege of a voice in the conduet of our admin- 
istration, need not unsex us nor break up the 
home. And for that matter, the counsel of wise 
and- esperienced men wilI always carry due 
weight with our sex and we will contìnue to look 
to them for guidance. It is the nature of woman. 
And now let us bave tea and stop thinking about 
the old debate. If such arguments as you bave 
been bringing forward are amongst tìie oppo- 
si» 
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sitiou's reasotkiogs against eqnal suffrage, our 
side shonld be able to hold its owd." 

" There is just one other thing I would sug- 
gest, Mary/' remarked I, as I poured tea. 
" Sometimes a taking anecdote or a brìght little 
story as illustration carries an audience. If you 
could teli them an applicable story — " 

"So I can. I bave the very thing!" laughed 
she. " I heard it before I could talk, and doubt- 
less most ot my listeners will be quite familiar 
with some veraion of the well-known nursery 
tale. Tou remember it goes this way : 

" ' Once a man was driving a pìg home from 
market. They carne to a bridge, and do what 
he could, the pìg would not go over it So he 
went back to seek help. He carne to a d(^, and 
said, " Dog, dog, bite pig, pig won't go over the 
bridge, and I can't get home to-night." But the 
dog said, " The pig never did me any harm ; I 
won't bite him." Then he went on further and 
came to a stick, and said, " Stick, stick, beat dog, 
dog won't bite pig, pig won't go over the bridge, 
and I can't get home to-night." But the stick 
said, " No, l've nothing against the dog; I won't 
help yon." Then he came to a fire, and said, 
" Fire, fire, bum stick, stick won't beat dog, dog 
won't bite pig, pig won't go over the bridge, and 
I can't get home to-night." Then he came to a 
puddle ot water, and he said, , " Water, water, 
qoench fire, fire won't bum stick," and so on.' " 
(I won't give my readers the repetitions every 
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time. Mar? gare them fully, and ìt ìs most 
effective, I admit.) " ' Then he carne to a bull 
which he asked to drink the water up, then to a 
butcher whom he asked to kill the bull because 
it wouldn't, then to a rope which he commanded 
to bang the bntcher for refusìng to do this, then 
to a rat tbat he begged to gnaw the rope. But 
none of them wouid help him. At last he came 
to a little woman, and at bis wits' end asked ber, 
" Can you teli me what to do? Rat won't gnaw 
rope, rope won't bang butcher, butcber won't 
kill bull, ball won't drink water, water won't 
quench fire, fire won't bum stick, stick won't 
beat dog, dog won't bite pig, pig won't go over 
the bridge, and I can't get home to-night." The 
little woman thought a moment, tfaen gbe said, 
" I am very poor, but gire me a penny and I 
think I can find a way to help jou." Bo he gare 
ber a penny and she went and bougbt a saucer 
of milk for ber cat, and said to pussy, " See that 
rat? Now promise me to try to catcb it after 
you drink this." The cat said, " Very well, I 
will." So when the cat bad finisbed the milk 
sbe made one spring at the rat. Tbe rat in 
terror ran to tbe rope and began at once to gnaw 
it. And so it was ali along the line. Then the 
cat to the rat, the rat to tbe rope, the rope to 
tbe butcher, the butcher to tbe bull, tbe bull to 
tbe water, the water to the Are, tbe fire to the 
stick, tbe stick to the dog, the dog to the pig» 
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the pig to the bridge, and over it he jumped ! — 
and so the man got home that night.' " 

"And I suppose the penny signifles the vote, 
in pof^session of which she put her wits to work 
and was enahied to help stniighten things out — ■ 
though wìthout that to work wìth she could bave 
done little," said I, amnsedly. 

" Oh, of conrse. And now I must be going 
myself if I want to get home to-night." 

They teli me that Mary took the fancy of the 
audience, and that ber varied argnments were 
instrumentai in winning the debate for her side. 
But I don't know. She did wear that sweetly 
pretty hat — and the way she has of looking at 
people wheo she wants to persuade them is very 
appealing. 
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